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—  OR  — 

REDCOATS  AND  WHIGS 

By  GEN’L  JAMES  A.  CORDON 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  SCOUT  OF  THE  SANTEE. 

On  a  lovely  night  in  October,  in  the  year  1870,  a  solitary 
horseman  was  traveling  along  the  great  road  that  led  from 
Charleston,  South  Carolina,  toward  Camden. 

He  was  dressed  in  the  ordinary  citizens  garb  of  that  period, 
and  bestrode  a  powerful  charger  which  seemed  to  obey  his 
slightest  wish.  There  was  nothing  about  his  personal  ap¬ 
pearance  that  indicated  anything  more  than  the  Carolina 
planter  of  the  day.  But  an  ordinary  observer  would  have 
noticed  that  his  fra.me  denoted  unusual  strength  and  activity, 
and  that  nothing  escaped  those  keen  back  eyes,  which  seemed 
to  take  in  everything  in  his  vicinity  at  a  sweeping  glance. 

Those  were  troublous  days,  where  every'  man  in  that  sec¬ 
tion  was  suspicious  of  his  neighbor. 

One-half  the  population  sided  with  King  George,  of  Eng¬ 
land,  and  sustained  him  in  his  endeavor  to  subdue  the  re¬ 
bellious  spirit  of  the  other  half. 

The  other  half  believed  in  self-government — the  right  of 
people  to  be  free  and  govern  themselves — and  were  in  arms 
against  the  king  and  all  his  troops. 

Our  solitary  horseman,  as  he  rode  along  the  highway,  cast 
furtive  glances  to  the  right  and  left,  as  though  half  expecting 
to  find  an  enemy  concealed  behind  every  bush;  even  the 
powerful  charger  seemed  to  be  aware  of  the  state  of  uncer¬ 
tainty  in  which  he  Jived  and  moved. 

“1  wonder  if  1  shall  find  Burton  at  Miller’s  tonight!’’  the 
solitary  horseman  muttered,  as  he  rode  leisurely  along.  “He 
ought  to  be  there,  at  all  odds,  by  this  time.  I  shall  be  at 
a  loss  which  way  to  turn  if  i  fail  to  meet  him  there.  He 
has  never  failed  me  in  the  past,  and  why  should  he  do  so 
now?  I’ll  wait  there  till  1  can  find  out  something  of  his 
whereabouts,  anyway.” 

How  much  more  he  would  have  said  the  reader  will  never 
/mow,  for  at  that  moment  there  came  from  the  forest  on  the 
right  the  clear  notes  of  a  whippoorwill,  and  ho  instantly 
ceased  talking  to  himself  in  order  to  listen. 

There  was  nothing  unusual  in  the  notes  of  the  Whippoor¬ 
will,  but  to  the  traveler  they  werp  peculiarly  significant. 

Two  or  three  minutes  passed  and  the  notea  were  repeated, 
dear  an<j  distinct. 


The  horseman  reined  up  his  steed  under  the  dense  shadow 
of  a  tree  by  the  roadside  and  listened. 

Two  or  three  minutes  more  passed,  and  the  whippoor¬ 
will  again  made  his  cry,  which  was  instantly  followed  by  the 
hooting  of  an  owl  in  the  woods  on  his  left. 

“Ah!”  muttered  the  horseman,  "I’ll  wait  and  see,”  and 
urging  his  well-trained  steed  further  under  the  dense  foliage 
of  the  thicket  he  whispered:  "Keep  still  now.  Whirlwind.” 

The  whippoorwill  and  the  owl  continued  to  signal  each 
other  for  some  ten  minutes,  getting  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  traveler  each  time. 

The  horse  pricked  up  hLs  ears  and  listened,  breathing  so 
softly  that  even  his  master  on  his  back  could  not  hear  him, 
and  the  master  held  his  own  breath  to  the  silence  of  the 
grave. 

Suddenly  he  saw  a  dark  figure  emerge  from  the  thicket 
by  the  roadside,  moving  with  the  cautious,  cat-like  tread  of  a 
panther. 

It  was  scarce  six  paces  from  where  he  sat  in  the  soaddle; 
he  could  have  brought  it  down  with  a  pistol  shot,  but  he 
waited  for  other  developments. 

A  slight  noise  from  the  other  side  of  the  road  attracted 
his  attention,  and  a  moment  later  another  figure  emerged 
from  the  forest  and  advanced  toward  the  other. 

They  met  and  straightened  up  to  their  full  height — two 
men  with  rifles  in  their  hands. 

“Whnt’s  up?”  he  heard  one  ask  of  the  other,  as  they  moved 
hack  under  the  dark  shadow  of  the  trees. 

"Why,  dern  ’em!”  growled  the  other,  “Ben  Crowley  and  his 
men  are  down  at  Miller’s,  having  everything  their  own  way 
and  1  can’t  get  a  word  to  Miller  to  keep  an  eye  open  for 
Bird.” 

At  the  mention  of  the  name  of  Bird  the  solitary  horseman 
gave  a  start  and  leaned  low  on  his  horse's  neck  In  order  to 
catch  every  word  uttered  by  the  two  men. 

“Will  he  be  there  tonight?” 

T  think  he  may  be.  I  expect  him,  anyway.” 

“I  thought  he  was  below.” 

“His  coming  will  be  from  there.” 

“Hush — some  one  is  coming  now.”  said  the  other,  as  the 
faint  sounds  of  a  horse’s  hoofs  fell  upon  uheir  ears. 

The  solitorj  horseman  Listened  and  caught  the  sound*  of 
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a  v'vjririj:  horseman,  and  in  a  few  minutes  a  man  mounted 
» ..  powerful  snow-white  horse  rode  by. 

"Tli.u  isn't  Bird.”  whispered  one  of  the  men  as  the  horse- 
,  r.  disappeared  in  the  direction  of  Miller's,  place,  a  country 
tavern  a  half  mile  below  there. 

‘  No — but  who  was  It?” 

"Don't  know.  He’ll  stop  at  Miller’s  though,  I  reckon.” 

"Then  I’ll  see  who  he  is  before  sunrise,  if  he  does.” 

Just  then  the  cry  of  a  whippoorwill  was  heard  so  close 
to  the  two  men  that  they  both  ran  out  into  the  road  and 
ard  glared  at  the  dark  shadows  from  whence  it  came. 

"Is  that  you.  Burton?”  the  solitary  horseman  asked,  urging 
his  sreed  into  the  middle  of  the  road. 

“Bird,  by  the  Eternal!”  exclaimed  one  of  the  men,  rush¬ 
ing  forward  and  grasping  the  horseman’s  hand.  “You  heard 
us  in  the  woods?” 

"Yes,  and  waited  to  see  who  you  two  were.” 

“Come  back  into  the  -woods  here,”  said  Burton.  “Crow¬ 
ley  is  down  at  Miller’s  with  his  gang  of  Tories.  It’s  well 
we  met  you,  or  you  might  have  run  into  a  hornet’s  nest.” 

Bird  dismounted  and  led  his  horse  back  into  the  woods 
followed  by  the  other  two  men. 

“What's  the  news  up  the  river,  Burton?”  Bird  asked,  as 
soon  as  they  were  well  in  the  thicket. 

"Gainey  is  up  there  making  trouble,”  was  the  reply,  “and 
the  Whigs  are  getting  mad  over  his  doings.’* 

“I  thought  Conyers  had  been  sent  up  there  to  look  after 
him?” 

“He  had  too  many  men  for  Conyers.” 

“Conyers  is  in  the  swamp,  then?” 

“I  reckon  so.  The  Tories  burned  down  Joe  Laingham’s 
house  last  night  and  shot  his  son.” 

“The  deuce!” 

“Yes,  and  Jack  Long  had  to  take  to  the  swamp  to-day,  as 
Gainey  says  he’ll  hang  if  they  get  him.” 

“Will  Crowley’s  men  stay  at  Miller’s  to-night?”  Bird  asked, 
a  tone  in  his  voice  that  indicated  a  deep,  settled  purpose 
4  of  some  kind. 

“No — they  have  a  camp  at  the  spring  back  of  the  old 
field.” 

“How  many  are  there  of  them?” 

.  “I  counted  forty-two  to-night,  but  I  don't  know  how  many 
more  there  are.” 

“Then  we’ll  see  before  morning!”  hissed  Bird,  “and  if  he 
remains  here  twenty-four  hours  longer  he’ll  know  more  cf 
hell  than  he  does  now.” 

Ts  Suter  coming?”  Burton  asked  eagerly. 

“No — we’ll  gather  Whig3  enough  to  take  care  of  them,” 
was  the  quiet  reply. 

Burton  made  no  reply,  for  at  that  moment  the  sound  of 
horse’s  hoofs  was  again  heard  coming  from  below. 

“Somebody  is  coming  up  from  the  tavern,”  remarked 
Bird. 

A  minute  or  two  later  two  men  rode  by,  conversing  in  earn¬ 
est  tones. 

“Yes,”  said  one,  “we  know  where  he  is,  and  in  two  days 
more  we’ll  be  prepared  to  crush  him.  A  spy  has  just  told 
the  major  that  he  was  hiding  in  the  swamp  below  Bowden’s 
place.” 

Bird  gave  a  start,  craning  his  neck  to  catch  the  words; 
hut  the  men  passed  beyond  them  without  another  word  being 
heard  by  the  listeners. 

“By  the  gods  of  war,”  hissed  Bird,  “but  the  traitors  shall 
pay  dear  for  the  hopes  they  have  to-night.” 

“Who  is  it  in  the  swamp  below  Borden’s  place?”  Burton 
asked. 

“Eaxter,”  was  the  reply. 

"Good!’*  exclaimed  Burton.  “He  can  come  up  this  way, 
perhaps.”  ■ 

“Maybe  so,”  said  Bird,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice.  “But  do 
you  hear  that  wolf  out  there?” 

“Yes;  that’s  a  Tory  scout  coming  from  a  trip  somewhere.” 

“Let’s  go  over  against  the  camp  and  see  how  many  men 
they  have,”  and  the  two  men  tacitly  followed  him,  a$  though 
they  acknowledged  him  as  their  leader.  He  was  the  most 
daring  scout  Marlon  and  Sumter  had  in  all  the  Carolinas. 
arid  every  scout  on  the  Santee  knew  him.  The  Tories  had 
in  vain  nought  to  surprise  and  kill  him,  but  he  seemed  to 
bear  a  charmed  life,  slipping  through  their  clutches  when 
death  neemed  inevitable. 

Leading  hi*  horse  he  lea  the  way  across  the  road  and  dia- 


/  3 

appeared  beneath  the  pines  on  the  other  side.  The  two  other 
scouts  followed  close  at  his  heels,  uttering  not  u  word,  out 
•topping  as  cautiously  as  Indians. 

Making  a  circuit  of  nearly  a  mile  through  the  woods,  dur¬ 
ing  which  time  they  heard  signals  all  around  them,  they 
gained  the  great  forest  that  stretched  out  mile  upon  mile 
beyond  the  spring  near  the  Tory  camp. 

Leaving  his  horse  in  a  thicket,  the  daring  scout  pressed 
forward,  and  gained  a  point  from  which  he  could  see  all  that 
was  passing  in  the  camp  of  the  enemy.  They  were  lying  abojt 
on  the  grass  sleeping,  some  few  seated  near  smouldering  fires 
talking  in  low  tones,  and  the  guards  at  their  posts. 

Having  no  tents,  the  scout  could  see  and  count  them  all,  and 
he  lost  no  time  in  doing  so,  after  which  he  rejoined  his  com¬ 
panions. 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  BATTLE  WITH  THE  BRITISH. 

When  Bird  returned  to  Burton  and  his  companion  he 
held  a  whispered  conversation  with  him  during  which  he 
exchanged  hats  with  the  third  man. 

“But  they’ll  know  you  if  any  should  be  there.”  whispered 
Burton. 

“I’ll  take  the  chances.  I’ll  leave  my  horse  in  the  woods 
until  I  need  him.  You  can  wait  for  me,  too,  for  I  want  to 
see  you  after  I  see, Miller.” 

Burton  said  he  would  wait  about  the  place  for  him,  and 
then  they  returned  through  the  woods  in  the  direction  he  had 
come,  crossing  the  road  a  little  below  the  spot  where  they 
had  met. 

Keeping  well  within  the  dark  shadow  of  the  woods,  they 
slowly  wended  their  way  along  down  toward  the  road  to  the 
country  tavern. 

But  before  they  reached  the  house  they  were  destined  to 
meet  with  an  incident  that  was  but  a  repetition  of  hundreds 
of  such  during  that  terrible  war  for  freedom. 

Burton  was  walking  cautiously  along  in  advance  of  Bird, 
who  was  leading  his  horse.  Suddenly  he  heard  a  low  whistle, 
just  ahead  of  him,  and  he  stopped. 

The  whistle  was  repeated. 

Bird  repeated  it. 

“What  does  that  mean?**  growled  a  hoarse  voice,  and  the 
next  instant  a  rough,  stalwart  man  rushed  through  the 
thicket,  and  grasped  Burton  by  the  arm. 

A  single  ray  of  moonlight  came  down  through  the  pines, 
and  lighted  up  the  face  of  the  two  men. 

Their  eyes  met 

‘Tom  Bowles!”  hissed  Burton. 

“Gil  Burton!”  exclaimed  the  other,  and  the  next  moment 
their  murderous  knives  clashed  in  a  deadly  combat. 

Bird  and  the  other  man  held  back  and  looked  on. 

They  knew  the  two  combatants  were  deadly  personal  ene¬ 
mies,  and  that  they  preferred  to  fight  the  battle  out  alone; 
besides,  Bird  did  not  want  his  presence  there  to  be  known. 

Bowles  was  soon  wounded,  and  began  to  give  way.  Bird 
passed  around  behind  him  to  prevent  his  escape. 

Bowles  saw  him  and  renewed  the  fight  with  a  desperate 
fury,  but  the  wiry  Burton  was  too  much  for  him.  He  pressed 
him  closer  and  closer,  and  at  last  Bowles  turned  to  fly. 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  chuckled  Burton,  as  he  sprang  forward  like 
a  tiger.  “You  don’t  escape  me.  Take  that!” 

Bowles  shrieked,  threw  up  his  hands,  and  fell  forward 
on  his  face,  stabbed  through  the  heart  from  behind. 

Ere  life  was  extinct.  Burton  seized  him  by  the  heels  and 
dragged  him  under  the  thicket,  and  left  him  there,  sayir-.'rt 

‘That’s  what  I  wanted.  I  would  have  gone  a  hundrea 
miles  to  catch  him,  the  traitor!” 

“What  did  he  do  to  you?”  Bird  asked  of  the  perspiring 
patriot. 

“Killed  my  boy  last  fall,”  was  the  sententious  reply  of  the 
Whig.  “But  we  are  even  now.  Mother  will  be  satisfied.” 

Bird  made  no  further  remarks  about  it.  He  was  used  to 
such  scenes — had  been  a  participant  in  many  a  similar  death 
struggle. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  came  within  rifle  shot  of  the  house, 
and  could  plainly  see  that  quite  a  number  of  men  still  lin¬ 
gered  about  in  the  barroom,  notwithstanding  it  was  past 
the  hour  of  midnight. 

Leaving  his  horse  standing  loose  In  the  woods,  Bird  boldly 
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strode  forward  and  marched  up  to  the  house,  his  hat  pulled 
down  over  his  eyes  in  the  style  of  many  Tories  of  that  day. 

A  dozen  men  were  drinking  at  the  bar  when  he  entered,  and 
as  many  more  stood  around  talking  about  the  latest  news 
from  the  seat  of  war,  so  no  one  noticed  him  as  he  entered, 
and  took  a  seat  on  a  bench  that  stood  against  the  wall. 

Glancing  furtively  around  the  room  he  saw  many  Tories 
whose  names  and  faces  were  familiar  to  him — men  who 
had  sworn  to  kill  him  at  all  hazards. 

There  was  one  man  there  whom  he  had  seen  only  two 
days  before  in  the  camp  of  Captain  Baxter,  of  Marion’s  men. 
The  Tories  were  treating  him  to  copious  draughts  of  liquor, 
and  his  tongue  began  to  wag  under  its  potent  influence. 

“No,”  said  the  man,  “Baxter  hasn’t  got  but  forty  men  all 
told,  and  you  can  gobble  him  up  as  slick  as  grease.” 

“How’d  you  get  away  from  him?”  one  of  the  Tories  asked. 
“Oh,  that’s  easy  enough,”  replied  the  spy,  with  a  swagger. 
"You  see,  they  were  all  fighting  without  pay,  and  are  not  mus¬ 
tered  in  at  all.  Every  man  gets  leave  to  go  out  and  see  iiis 
family  as  often  as  he  has  need  to.  I  got  leave  to  go  see  my 
wife,”  and  as  he  spoke  he  winked  slyly  at  the  jubilant  Tories 
around  him. 

“You  will  go  back,  of  course?’’ 

“Yes,  I  must  go  back  tonight.  It  wouldn’t  do  for  me  to 
be  seen  with  you.  you  know,  for  they  would  suspect  me  at 
once.  Major  Gainey  has  got  the  directions  how  to  find  Bax¬ 
ter’s  camp.  I’ll  be  there  to  be  taken  prisoner,  ha,  ha,  ha!” 

The  Tories  laughed  and  called  for  more  liquor.  The  spy 
drank  one  more  glass  and  then  slipped  out  of  the  house. 

Bird  had  overheard  every  word  uttered  by  the  half-drunken 
spy,  and  resolved  on  catching  and  punishing  him  ere  he  re¬ 
turned  to  Baxter’s  camp. 

He  slipped  away  from  the  house  and  kept  the  spy  in  sight 
till  he  reached  the  woods.  Then  he  caught  up  with  him. 

“Which  way,  stranger?”  he  asked,  laying  a  heavy  hand  on 
his  shoulder  from  behind. 

"To  the  river,”  was  the  reply.  "But  what  is  that  to  you?” 
“It  is  of  very  great  importance  to  me,’’  was  the  rejoinder. 
"Who  are  you?” 

“I  am  a  citizen,  and  am  going  across  the  river  to  see  about 
some  cattle.” 

“You  are  sure  you  are  not  going  to  Baxter’s  camp?” 

“No— no.  I  am  not  a  rebel.” 

“So  I  thought,”  remarked  Bird.  “Come  here,  this  way,” 
and  leading  him  to  a  spot  where  the  struggling  moonbeams 
threw  a  silvery  light  on  his  face  and  form,  he  asked  “Do  you 
know  me?” 

“Bird,  the  scout!”  gasped  the  man. 

“Yes- — I  am  Bird,  the  scout.  What  are  you?” 

“I  am  a  patriot — belonging  to  Baxter’s  command,’*  return¬ 
ed  the  man. 

“Yes,  I  heard  you  giving  Baxter  away  to  Gainey  just 
now.” 

The  man  gave  a  start  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  pistol 
“Move  and  you  are  a  dead  man,”  hissed  Bird,  pressing  a 
pistol  at  his  heart. 

The  man  stood  trembling  like  a  leaf. 

Bird  gave  a  shrill  whistle,  and  in  a  moment  it  was  respond¬ 
ed  to  by  Burton,  who  at  once  proceeded  to  join  him. 

“Whom  have  you  here,  Bird?”  Burton  asked  as  he  came  up 
“A  traitor.  I  heard  him  revealing  the  whereabouts  of 
Baxter  to  those  Tories  in  the  house  there.  I  saw  him  among 
Baxter’s  men  two  day3  ago,  and — hark!  What’s  that?” 

The  rush  of  a  squadron  of  horse  was  heard  In  the  direc 
tion  of  the  main  road. 

They  listened,  and  the  voices  of  men  were  heard  above  the 
#ound  of  horses’  hoofs. 

"’Burton,”  whispered  Bird,  “keep  your  hand  on  this  man 
till  I  return.  If  he  makes  an  effort  to  escape,  kill  him  at 
once.  If  the  enemy  crowds  you,  kill  him.” 

So  saying,  he  darted  away  through  the  woods  toward  the 
road. 

To  his  surprise  a  troop  of  British  were  passing. 

Whose  command  could  it  be  ? 

His  reputation  as  a  scout  was  at  stake.  He  must  find  out 
all  about  them,  and  at  once. 

He  wended  his  way  quickly  to  the  tavern,  where  the  com¬ 
mand  had  halted,  and  almost  the  first  man  ho  met  was  Major 
Gainey,  the  celebrated  Tory  leader,  who  recognized  him  in 
g,  twinkling. 

“Ha,  Bird,  I  know  you!”  he  exclaimed,  drawing  his  sword. 
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“And  I  know  you,  traitor!”  retorted  Bird,  planting  a  wen- 
directed  blow  between  the  eyes  of  the  Tory  that  sent  him  stag-  » 
goring  back  utterly  stunned.  Another  instant  and  he  darted 
away,  and  was  lost  in  he  darkness. 

He  ran  briskly,  till  the  protecting  shadow  of  the  trees 
screened  him  from  pursuit. 

The  cry  of  the  whip-poor-wiil  wras  heard;  he  hooted  back 
like  an  owl,  and  started  in  the  direction  of  the  signal. 

lie  met  four  men  creeping  cautiously  through  the  pines. 

Signals  brought  them  together. 

“Bird!”  exclaimed  one  of  the  newcomers. 

“Yes — is  that  you,  Beauchamp?” 

“Yes — Sumter  is  here,  too.” 

“The  devil!  Where  is  he?” 

“Back  there  a  little  ways.  He  Is  following  up  WYitson.” 

“But  does  he  know  that  Gainey  and  his  men  are  with  Wat¬ 
son  now?” 

“No,  I  reckon  not.” 

“Then  I’ll  see  him  at  once.”  and  the  daring  scout  dashed 
away  as  fast  as  he  could  go  through  the  dark  forest  in  search 
of  the  famous  partisan  leader. 

He  found  him  quietly  resting  and  waiting  for  his  scouts  to 
come  in  and  report. 

“General  Sumter,”  he  said,  on  reaching  that  officer’s  side, 
“Watson  has  just  joined  Gainey  at  Miller’s  down  there.” 

“Is  that  true,  Bird?”  ,  yf 

“Yes,  sir.  I  have  just  now  had  the  pleasure  of  knocking 
Gainey  down  and  escaping  from  the  house.” 

“Then  we’ll  give  them  something  to  do,”  said  the  Game 
Cock.  “Men,  fall  in  and  follow  me!”  , 

The  men  instantly  obeyed,  and  in  just  two  minutes  later 
they  were  charging  down  on  the  redcoats  like  demons. 

The  surprise  was  complete,  but  the  trained  soldiers  of  Brit¬ 
ain  made  a  stubborn  resistance. 

“Charge!  ye  sons  of  freedom!”  cried  Sumter.  “Strike  for 
liberty!  Down  with  King  George.” 

Redcoats  and  Tories  were  mingled  together  in  inextricable 
confusion,  and  many  a  Tory  was  mistaken  for  Whig  and  cut 
down.  The  fight  raged  for  nearly  a  half  hour,  when  the  Brit¬ 
ish  gave  way,  scattering  in  every  direction. 


CHAPTER  III 

A  TRAGEDY  AT  MIDLER’S. 

When  the  enemy  broke  the  patriots  made  the  welkin  ring 
with  their  shouts.  They  pursued  them  far  down  the  road,  not 
knowing  that  Gainey’s  men  were  encamped  over  by  the 
spring. 

Seeing  the  British  and  the  Tories  that  were  there  at  the 
tavern  getting,  the  worst  of  the  tight,  Gainey  slipped  away 
and  rushed  for  his  camp  with  the  intention  of  bringing  them 
in  to  reinforce  Watson. 

But  ere  he  could  get  his  men  well  in  hand  he  heard  the 
shouts  of  the  patriots  and  the  rush  of  the  flying  cavalry.  He 
could  no  longer  control  his  troopers.  They  broke  and  fled 
just  as  Bird  and  a  dozen  Whigs  opened  a  hot  fire  on  them. 

Down  the  ravine  they  ran  with  all  their  might,  scattering 
like  rabits  and  concealing  themselves  in  the  swamp  below. 

Bird  and  his  comrades  dared  not  pursue  them  into  a 
swamp  at  night.  They  had  often  beaten  back  their  own  pur¬ 
suers  under  such  circumstances,  and  knew  the  strength  of 
the  situation. 

But  they  plundered  the  camp,  securing  a  few  arms,  blan¬ 
kets,  horses  and  provisions,  with  which  they  returned  to  the 
tavern  and  awaited  the  concentration  of  the  force  again.  * 

“Bird,”  said  Miller,  who  was  a  true  patriot,  but  whom  the 
British  did  not  suspect,  “were  you  not  in  here  once  before 
to-night  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Sitting  on  that  bench  there?” 

“Yes.”,* 

“I  thought  I  knew  you.  It  was  a  dangerous  game.  Was 
it  you  who  knocked  the  major  down?” 

“Yes.” 

Burton  then  came  in  with  the  prisoner  whom  Bird  had 
captured  and  asked: 

“What  shall  I  do  with  him.  Bird?” 

Wait  till  General  Sumter  has  heard  my  charge  against 
him.” 

“What  charge?”  the  prisoner  asked,  in  great  trepidation. 
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“Of  being  a  spy  for  the  Tories!’’  was  the  reply. 

•  I  am  not!  I  appeal  to  Miller.  He  heard  every  word  I 
sa  d.  Did  I  say  1  was  a  spy.  Miller?" 

I  didn’t  hear  you  say  so,”  was  the  reply  of  the  tavern- 

keeper. 

"Of  course  not.  I  didn’t  say  it,”  said  the  man. 

"Nobody  said  you  did,"  replied  Bird.  "But  you  belong  to 
Baxter's  command,  and  yet  you  were  here  to-night  betraying 
his  position,  and  hobnobbing  with  Gainey.” 

"No,  Miller,  you  know  that  ain’t  so,  don’t  you?’’  appealed 
the  prisoner,  relying  upon  Miller  as  a  Tory  to  sustain  him. 

•No!’’  blurted  out  Miller;  "I  heard  you  telling  all  about 
Baxter's  command,  and  where  they  were  encamped.  I  .,m 
not  a  traitor  to  my  country,  as  you  are,  Strother! 

“Ha — ha — ha!’’  laughed  the  Whigs  around  him.  "It’s  all 
up  with  you,  Strother.” 

"Bird,”  gasped  Strother,  "you  won’t  let  me  die!’’ 

"Won’t  I?  Just  wait  and  see,”  replied  the  scout. 

"No  you  won’t.” 

“Wait  and  see.” 

“Let  me  tell  you  something,  and  then  maybe  you  won  t 
be  so  certain  about  it,”  and  the  doomed  man  leaned  forward 
and  whispered  a  few  words  in  the  ear  of  the  famous  scout. 

Bird  sprang  back,  looking  deathly  pale,  his  eyes  flashing 
fire,  while  his  whole  frame  quivered  with  excitement. 

•  Ha — ha — ha!”  laughed  the  prisoner,  "did  I  not  tell  you 
truly?  Ha — ha — ha!  hang  me  now’,  w’ill  you?” 

"No,  wretch!”  hissed  Bird,  seizing  a  sword  in  the  hand  of  a 
patriot  standing  near  him,  "but  you  shall  die  here  and  now 
now;  perish  now— ha — ha — ha!”  and  with  a  quick  thrust  he 
ran  the  weapon  to  the  hilt  in  his  heart,  the  point  wounding 
a  man  slightly  behind  him. 

Strother  Shrieked,  and  grasped  the  hilt  of  the  sword  with 
convulsive  strength  to  prevent  its  "withdrawal. 

He  reeled  and  staggered  like  a  drunken  man,  the  pallor  cf 
death  on  his  face. 

"Bird,”  he  gasped,  "you  have  killed  me!  Your  boy  is — not 
dead - ugh — ah!”  and  he  gave  a  gasp  as  if  for  breath,  and 


his  knees  sank  under  him 

“Where  is  he,  wretch?”  hissed  Bird,  leaning  over  him. 
"Speak,  before  Satan  seizes* your  crime-stained  soul.” 

“Burrell!”  gasped  the  dying  man,  and  then  with  a  convul¬ 
sive  shudder,  stretched  himself  at  full  length  on  the  floor 
and  gave  up  .the  ghost. 

"Burrell — Burrell — Burrell!”  repeated  Bird,  in  a  dazed  sort 
of  way,  as  he  gazed  down  at  the  dead  man.  "I  know  Burrell, 
the  Tory  and  Tarleton.  If  it  is  he,  the  world  is  not  large 
enough  to  hold  us  both,”  and  with  that  the  daring  scout 
stalked  out  of  the  house  and  strode  away  toward  the  woods, 
where  he  had  left  his  faithful  horse. 

No  one  attempted  to  interrupt  him.  They  all  gave  way  o 
one  who  was  so  terrible  in  anger,  respecting  the  terrible  se¬ 
cret  that  had  made  him  the  executioner  of  one  holding  it. 

On  reaching  the  woods  he  gave  a  peculiar  whistle,  and  the 
gallant  charger  came  bounding  to  his  side. 

He  sprang  into  the  saddle  and  bounded  aw’ay  like  an  arrow. 
The  patriots  in  the  tavern  took  up  the  body  of  Strother 
and  carried  it  out  into  the  yard,  where  they  laid  it  on  the 
ground  among  the  slain  of  the  recent  desperate  struggle. 

Soon  Sumter  and  his  men  returned  from  the  pursuit,  and 
was  told  the  circumstances  of  the  traitor’s  death. 

"Serves  him  right,”  was  his  comment.  "But  where  is 

Bird?  Tell  him  I  want  to  see  him.”  _ 

Search  was  made  for  him,  but  he  could  not  be  found.  He 

was  then  miles  away,  going  lixe  the  wind. 

"I  am  sorry  for  that,”  said  the  Game  Cock,  as  Sumter  was 
nick-named  by  the  British,  shaking  his  head;  "but  it  cant  be 
helped  Boor  Bird!  I  feel  very  sorry  for  him;  he  has  enough 
to  bear.  I  hope  he  may  feel  better  some  day.  Where  is  Cap¬ 
tain  James. 

Captain  James  was  soon  in  the  presence  of  the  famous 

on rtisan,  and  asked  for  his  ordexs.  »«tv 

"Put  out  the  guards  and  bury  the  dead,”  said  Sumter.  e 

will  stop  here  to-night.  _ 

The  brave  officer  soon  had  out  the  guards  and  a  force  de¬ 
tailed  to  bury  the  slain  in  the  corner  of  the  field  below  .lie 

f0 While  they  were  at  work  in  laying  the  dead  away,  the  cry 
o,  ;  whippoorwm  down  the  swamp  attracted  the  attent  on 
Of  the  patriots,  followed  by  the  hooting  of  an  owl,  and  a-  wild, 
maniacal  laugh  that  made  the  blood  run  cold  in  their  veins. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  SCOUT  PLAYS  A  TRICK. 

Leaving  Sumter  to  gather  up  the  fruits  of  his  victory,  the 
scout  hastened  toward  the  Santee  with  a  ie 
gallant  charger  could  put  on. 

But  a  man  could  not  run  a  race  along  any  road  betwe  n 
the  Santee  and  Pedee  rivers  in  those  days  wthout  beI”^  *  ‘  “ 

ed.  When  some  ten  miles  away,  Bird  was  halted  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  road. 

“Who  halts  me?"  he  asked,  seeing  no  one  in  front  of  bun. 
"I  do,”  replied  a  gruff  voice  in  the  thicKot  on  hls* 

Get  off  that  horse  and  come  in  here,  or  you  are  a  dead  ma  . 

“Who  the  devil  are  you?” 

“You  had  better  come  dow’n  and  find  out.” 

Bird,  conscious  that  a  rifle  covered  him,  got  down  on  the 
left  side  of  his  horse,  and  darted  into  the  woods  ere  th*  par¬ 
ties  concealed  could  even  suspect  his  intention. 

Fierce  growls  and  much  profanity  greeted  that  dodge,  And 
a  man  rushed  out  of  the  thicket  to  make  a  prize  of  the  horse. 

Bird,  however,  was  just  under  the  trees  by  the  roadside,  and 
shot  the  man  down  with  his  pistol. 

With  the  very  flash  of  his  weapon  he  changed  his  position. 
He  was  not  a  moment  too  soon,  for  two  rifles  sent  bullets 
whistling  into  the  very  bugh  that  had  sheltered  him. 

At  a  signal  from  him,  his  faithful  horse  dashed  into  .he 
woods,  and  was  out  of  sight  in  a  twinkling. 

"Ha-ha-ha!”  laughed  Bird.  "How  is  that,  my  unknown 
friend?  It  doesn’t  pay  to  halt  strangers  in  the  road  at  nignt. 

does  it?” 

Bang!  went  another  shot,  the  bullet  whistling  unpleasanly 

close  to  Bird’s  head.  _  ~ 

Fearing  that  his  horse  might  be  hit.  Bird  started  oft 
through  the  woods,  parallel  with  the  road,  with  his  horse 
close  at  his  heels. 

When  some  two  hundred  yards  beyond  where  the  man  lay 
dead  in  the  road,  Bird  sprang  upon  his  horse,  dashed  out  into 
the  highway,  and  darted  away  like  the  wind. 

Two  or  three  bullets  were  sent  after  him,  but  he  was  be¬ 
yond  their  range,  and  once  more  pursued  his  way  unmolested. 

Though  reeking  with  foam  his  gallant  horse  seemed  nevei 
to  tire.  He  was  of  the  purest  Arabian  stock,  and  was  capable 
of  great  endurance  but  of  greater  spoed. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  he  was  beyond  even  pursuit.  H< 
checked  his  speed  and  allowed  his  charger  to  breathe. 

The  moon  was  now  sinking  behind  the  pines,  and  darknes: 
became  more  intense.  Bird  trusted  now  more  to  his  hors< 
than  to  his  eye  or  knowledge  of  the  locality. 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  low  whistle  in  the  woods  jusi  in  fro 

of  him. 

His  horse  instantly  stopped,  and  Bird  slipped  out  of  tn« 
saddle.  He  was  too  conspicuous  a  mark  for  bullets  to  '*e 
main  there. 

Slipping  into  the  thicket  by  the  roadside  he  waited  for  • 
repetition  of  the  whistle.  The  horse  crept  into  the  bushe 
also,  and  remained  as  still  as  a  statue. 

The  signal  was  repeated,  and  to  his  surprise  it  was  an 
swered  nearly  opposite  him  across  the  road. 

They  were  repeated  some  half  dozen  times,  after  whic 
time,  to  confuse  them,  Bird  gave  a  signal  that  set  them  t 
going  again. 

"Who  the  deuce  can  they  be?”  Bird  asked  himself  a  doze 
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times,  as  the  signals  were  repeated  time  and  again. 

Suddenly  the  clear  notes  of  the  whip-poor-will  were  hear 
down  the  road,  about  a  hundred  yards  from  where  Lir 
was  concealed. 

“Ah,”  he  muttered,  "that’s  one  of  Marion’s  men,”  and  t 
hooted  like  the  owl  thrice. 

The  whip-poor-will  answered  back,  and  the  owl  replied. 
Bird  then  slipped  away,  and  crept  through  the  woods  ti 
he  was  near  enough  to  the  whippoorwill  to  sa-y. 

"Come  in  here,  for  the  wolves  are  abroad  tonignt. 

At  that  a  stalwart  form  darted  across  the  road  from  U 
opposite  side,  running  almost  into  Bird. 

"Halloo,  Sergeant  McDonald.”  whispered  Bird.  What  ai 

you  doing  up  this  way?’ 

"Is  it  you.  Bird?”  the  brave  sergeant  asked. 

“Yes." 

I  "Who  is  it  out  there  making  these  signals?” 
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"Tories,  I  reckon,  as  they  don't  seem  to  work  well  since  I 
confused  them  a  half  hour  ago.” 

“Are  you  afoot?’’ 

"No;  my  horse  is  in  the  thicket  over  there.** 

"Well,  my  horse  is  gone?’’ 

"Gone  where?’’ 

"Hanged  if  I  know.  Stolen,  I  reckon.** 

"That’s  bad,’’  said  Bird. 

“Yes,  for  me,’*  said  the  sergeant  gloomily. 

“Now,  tell  the  truth,  sergeant,  haven’t  you  been  courting 
somewhere  to-night?” 


“Yes;  but  what’s  that  got  to  do  with  it?” 

“Oh,  nothing,  only  I  notice  a  good  many  horses  are  lost 
that  way,”  replied  the  scout,  drily. 

“Well,  a  good  woman  is  worth  a  horse  any  day,”  said  the 
sergeant,  trying  to  console  himself. 

“That  may  be,  but  I  would  rather  have  a  good  horse  just 
now.” 

“Yes — perhaps,”  assented  the  sergeant.  "But  I’ll  get  an¬ 
other  horse  somehow  before  I  reach  camp.” 

“Maybe  those  whistling  fellows  out  there  have  horses  about 
somewhere.  Suppose  we  try  to  find  out  who  they  are.” 

"Good.  Come  on,”  and  the  two  daring  heroes  crept  back 
through  the  woods  to  where  Bird’s  horse  was  waiting  for  him. 
They  then  listened  patiently  to  the  signals  until  they  could 
locate  those  making  them. 

“There  is  one  just  across  the  road  in  front  of  us.  You 
look  after  him,  and  I’ll  go  up  the  road  and  see  what  ails  the 
other  fellows.” 

Bird  set  off  up  the  road,  keeping  in  the  thicket  so  as  not  to 
expose  himself  to  a  shot  from  a  concealed  Tory,  leaving  Mc¬ 
Donald  to  get  across  the  road  and  evade  the  other  one  as 
best  he  could. 

The  sergeant  crept  back  down  the  road  with  safety,  when  he 
darted  across  into  the  woods  opposite. 

Both  then  crept  cautiously  forward  in  the  direction  of  those 
making  the  signals  until  they  were  in  close  proximity  to 
them. 

Bird  found  a  man  seated  on  a  long  log  with  his  gun  across 
his  knees,  a  streak  of  moonlight  through  the  pines  enabling 
him  to  see  plainly. 

The  man  was  signalling  to  another  down  the  road,  and 
growling  at  not  being  able  to  make  the  other  understand 
him. 

Picking  up  a  small  stone.  Bird  cast  it  on  the  ground  be¬ 
yond  the  man. 

As  he  expected,  the  man  sprang  to  his  feet  and  turned,  rifle 
in  hand,  in  the  direction  of  the  noise,  when  the  scout  sprang 
forward  like  a  panther,  and  felled  him  to  earth  by  a  blow 
with  his  clenched  hand. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE  CAMP  IN  THE  SWAMP. 


When  the  man  fell  to  the  ground  Bird  quickly  disarmed 
him  and  then  uttered  the  clear  notes  of  the  whip-poor-will  to 
let  the  sergeant  know  that  he  had  succeeded. 

But  the  sergeant  did  not  reply,  and  Bird  sat  down  on  the 
log  to  await  returning  consciousness  in  his  victim. 

He  did  not  have  to  wait  long  for  the  man  arose  to  a 
sitting  posture  and  glared  around  as  if  in  doubt  as  to  his 
whereabouts. 

“Well,  how  do  you  feel?”  Bird  asked,  and  the  man  wheeled 
wound,  and  gasped: 

“Who — who  the  deuce  are  you?” 

**7*m  the  devil — at  your  service,”  replied  Eird. 

•'Was  it  you  who  hit  me?” 

'I  reckon  I  did.  I  hit  something  just  now.  Were  you  hit?” 

"Yes — knocked  down  from  behind.  It  was  a  cowardly  blow, 
and - ” 

The  man  arose  to  his  feet, 

“You  had  better  sit  down  again,  or  you  may  have  to  lie 
down,”  said  Bird,  pointing  his  pistol  at  him. 

There  was  yet  moonlight  enough  to  enable  him  to  see  the 
pistol,  and  the  man  very  quickly  sat  down  again. 

“Who  are  you?”  Bird  asked. 

“I  am  a  king’s  man,”  was  the  reply. 

“So  I  thought.” 

“Who  are  you?”  the  Tory  asked. 


*T  am  one  of  Marion's  men,”  replied  Bird,  and  the  man 


groaned. 

“Is  that  fellow  down  the  road  there  one  of  your  men.’  t  e 


scout  asked. 


“Are  there  any  more  of  you  about  here? 

The  man  was  silent  for  a  minute  or  two.  ..  „ 

“You  had  better  speak  up  when  I  ask  you  a  civil  que.  tion.  • 
“Yes,  there’s  a  dozen  in  the  woods  back  there. 

“How  far  back?” 

a  nnartAr  Ctf  a  mile.”  WUS  the  TOply* 


“What  are  they  doing  there?” 

“Waiting  for  more  men  to  come  in.  We  were  going  to 
join  Gainey’s  commond.” 

“Indeed!  Gainey  will  need  every  one  of  you,  for  Sumter  is 
after  him  hot  and  fast — ah,  the  sergeant  has  caught  the 
other  fellow!” 

The  whip-poor-will's  notes  came  long  and  clear  from  the 
sergeant,  and  Bird  hooted  like  an  own.  They  were  twice  re¬ 
peated,  and  a  few  minutes  later  the  sergeant  was  seen  coming 


up  alone. 

“Why,  where  is  your  prisoner?”  Bird  asked,  in  some  sur¬ 
prise. 


“Gone  to  the  deuce!”  replied  the  sergeant. 

“How  did  he  get  away?” 

“Well,  he  wouldn’t  behave  himself,  and  I  killed  him.” 
“Oh,”'  and  Bird  gave  a  dry  laugh  that  made  the  prisoner 
shudder. 

“-You  collared  this  one,  did  you?”  the  sergeant  asked. 
“Yes.  He  is  all  right.” 

“Has  he  got  a  horse?” 

“I  don’t  know — have  you?”  Bird  replied,  and  turning  to 
the  prisoner  for  an  answer. 


“Yes.” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“In  the  woods  back  there.” 

“Come  with  me  and  show  him  to  us,”  said  the  sergeant, 
drawing  his  pistol  and  taking  the  prisoner  by  the  collar. 

The  prisoner  led  the  way  to  where  a  very  good  horse  was 
standing.  The  sergeant  took  possession  of  him,  and  turned 
the  Tory  over  to  the  scout. 

“This  is  all  1  want,”  he  said. 

“But  it  won’t  do  to  turn  this  man  loose,  you  know.” 

“Kill  him,  then,”  growled  the  sergeant. 

“Mercy — mercy,  gentlemen!”  pleaded  the  wretch,  dropping 
upon  his  knees. 

“Oh,  stop  that  music,”  said  Bird.  “I  am.  not  going  to  kill 
you  unless  you  think  you  really  ought  to  be  killed.  Have  you 
ever  killed  a  Whig?” 


“No — no!”  j 

“Or  burned  down  one’s  house?*’ 

“No — no — no!” 

“You  are  blessed  poor  king’s  naan,  then.  It's  a  wonder 
they  let  you  stay  with  them.” 

Leading  the  prisoner  out  into  the  road,  Bird  gave  a  whistle 
for  his  horse,  and  in  another  minute  the  gallant  charger  came 
running  up  at  full  speed. 

“Now,  see  here,  my  man,”  said  Bird,  as  he  sprang  into  the 
saddle.  “Did  you  ever  hear  of  Bird,  the  scout?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“I  am  he.  If  you  try  to  escape  you'll  make  a  straight  shoot 
for  Hades.  Do  you  understand?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  you  just  walk  along  in  front  of  us,  then,  and  behave 
yourself,  and  you’ll  come  out  all  right.” 

The  prisoner  marched  along  in  the  middle  of  the  road, 
not  daring  to  look  either  to  the  right  or  left. 

Just  before  day  they  reached  the  ferry.  The  ferryman 
put  them  across,  and  they  hastened,  to  the  camp  of  Baxter, 
five  miles  below. 

It  was  sunrise  when  they  signaled  the  guards  in  the 
swamp.  They  were  answered,  and  they  plunged  into  the 
depth  of  the  swamp,  which  seemed  impenetrable  to  the  ordi¬ 
nary  observer. 

But  in  the  swamp  was  an  island  of  solid  earth  of  several 
!  acres,  where  the  gigantic  Baxter  had  established  a  tem¬ 
porary  headquarters  for  a  week  or  so. 

The  two  scouts  were  received  with  great  cordiality  by  the 
patriots,  who  crowded  around  to  hear  of  their  adventures. 

“Where’s  your  horse,  sergeant?”  asked  a  dozen  at  once. 
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the  brave  sergennt  had  not  returned  with  his  own 

horse. 

"1  made  a  swap.’*  was  the  reply. 

’’Got  any  hoot?" 

'  Yes.  gvt  that  follow  thrown  in,"  said  he  pointing-  to  the 
prisoner  they  had  brought  in. 

The  patriots  laughed  good-naturedly,  add  concluded  to  wait 
till  the  sergeant  was  willing  to  tell  how  he  lost  his  horse. 

Bird  soon  posted  Baxter  as  to  the  treason  of  Strother  end 
hi.-  end.  The  brave  captain  then  said: 

"We'll  move  from  here  to-night.  They  can’t  harm  i.s 
here,  hut  !  don’t  want  to  get  penned  up  in  a  swamp." 

Bird  and  McDonald  slept  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
day.  knowing  that  they  would  have  no  sleep  at  night. 

When  the  stars  came  out  the  gallant  band  mounted  their 
horses,  and  followed  their  leader  through  the  swamp  out 
under  the  pines,  and  away  to  the  ferry,  where  Bird  had 
crossed  that  morning? 


CHAPTER  VI. 

TROO PE  RS  CAPTURED. 

Under  the  guidance  of  Bird  the  patriots  under  Baxter  rode 
to  the  spot  where  they  had  captured  the  Tory  that  morning. 
Bird  was  an  accomplished  woodsman,  and  he  had  little  dif¬ 
ficulty  in  finding  the  place. 

Two  more  guards  were  placed  near  the  road  to  stop  any 
Tories  who  might  be  in  search  of  the  rendezvous. 

They  soon  captured  two  Tories  in  their  search  for  the 
place. 

These  they  forced  to  pilot  the  way  to  the  little  camp  where 
they  were  making  a  headquarters  for  recruits. 

There  were  nearly  two  score  of  them  there,  mostly  unarmed 
men  waiting  for  Major  Gainey  and  arms,  to  begin  their  car*»er 
of  rapine  and  murder 

Baxter  very  quietly  surrounded  the  camp  and  ordered 
them  to  surrender. 

At  the  sound  of  his  voice  the  utmost  consternation  ensued 
among  the  Tories.  A  few  attempted  to  escape,  and  were 
promptly  shot  down. 

The  rest  sued  for  mercy  and  surrendered  at  discretion. 

Baxter  placed  the  prisoners  under  guard,  and  encamped 
there  for  the  night,  finding  it  a  comfortable  as  well  as  a 
very  secure  place. 

The  prisoners  told  him  that  they  were  looking  every  hour 
for  a  small  body  of  British  cavalry  with  arms  and  horses 
for  them.  They  would  have  been  there  sooner  but  for  Wat¬ 
son  and  Gainey’#  -defeat  at  Miller’s  the  night  before. 

“Is  there  a  man  by -the  name  of  Burrell  in  your  crowd?" 
Bird  asked  of  the  leader  of  these  Tories. 

•‘Xo,”  he  replied.  “There  is  no  such  man  on  the  list.” 

"Do  you  know  such  a  man?” 

"No,  I  do  not." 

Bird  turned  away,  and  in  a  fewr  minutes  he  was  speeding 
away  toward  the  Pedee  river,  leaving  Baxter  to  profit  by  the 
information  he  had  given  him. 

"I'll  find  him  il  I  have  ’.o  go  to  Cornwallis’  headquarters 
for  him,”  muttered  the  daring  scout.  “There  are  Tories  down 
on  the  Pedee,  and  he  may  be  among  them.  I’ll  hunt  all  over 
the  Carolinas  till  I  find  him.” 

The  Gallant  Barter  had  other  good  scouts  beside  Bird. 
These  he  had  placed  on  the  road  with  the  instruction  to  send 
in  everything  who  came  to  Join  the  traitors, 

•‘If  any  considerable  force  comes  send  in  the  news,  and 
we-il.  be  ready  for  them,”  he  said  to  Sergeant  McDonald,  in 
whose  charge  the  road  was  placed  for  the  night. 

The  long  hours  of  the  night  passed,  and  just  before  day¬ 
light  a  small  body  of  British  cavalry,  escorting  two  wag¬ 
ons.  came  along.  The  escort  consisted  of  twenty  redcoats — 
a  not  very  formidable  force. 

The  sergeant  signaled  the  party,  and  the  Tory  guides  at 
once  responded. 

•  You  are  a  long  time  coming.”  said  the  sergeant  to  the 
officer  in  command  of  the  escort. 

•  but  it  couldn’t  be  helped.  Watson  and  Gainey  both 
had  a  fight  on  their  hands  which  interfered  with  our  move- 

m*nU.  How  many  men  have  you?” 

.  irh  V<r  a  good  company  How  many  stands  of  arms 

h you?" 


“One  hundred  muskets  and  plenty  of  ammunition.** 

"Good!  The  men  will  be  glad  to  get  them.  The  wagons 
^wili  have  to  stay  here  till  the  men  can  unload  them.  They 
can’t  go  through  the  woods,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  that’s  so.  Send  word  down  to  them  to  come  up.” 

The  sergeant  called  up  one  of  the  scouts,  and  sent  him 
back  to  post  Baxter. 

The  patriots  instantly  prepared  to  give  the  redcoats  a  sur¬ 
prise. 

They  marched  cautiously  up  through  the  woods  to  where 
the  redcoats  were  dismounted,  and  lying  about  on  the  grass. 
At  a  signal  every  gun  was  leveled  at  the  escort. 

“Do  you  surrender,  or  shall  we  fire?”  Baxter  demanded  in 
sternest  tones. 

"Surrender  to  whom?” 

"Captain  Baxter,  of  Marion’s  men,”  was  the  proud  reply. 
“Yes.  of  course,”  wgs  the  officer’s  answer.  “You  have  the 
advantage.” 

“That’s  so.  Clad  to  know'  it.  Ground  your  arms." 

Every  arm  was  laid  on  the  ground,  and  the  sergeant  was 
detailed  to  gather  them  up. 

The  patiots  then  uttered  a  loud  hurrah,  and  dashed  for  the 
wagons.  The  ammunition  was  dealt  out  to  the  men  (in 
bountiful  quantities,  and  the  rest  remained  in  the  wagons. 

Baxter  was  so  elated  over  his  capture  that  he  resolved  to 
make  sure  of  it  by  hastening  back  to  the  other  side  of  the 
Santee,  where  hp  could  send  the  arms  to  several  points  where 
they  were  much  needed. 

He  gave  the  order  immediately,  and  the  march  commenced. 

Before  he  reached  the  river.  General  Sumter  overtook  him 
with  his  command.  10  whom  he  delivered  both  prisoners  and 
a  htls. 

Thus  relieved,  Baxter  pressed  on  down  the  river  without 
crosSing,  hoping  to  strike  some  straggling  bands  of  British 
or  Tories  somewhere  on  the  Pedee. 

He  did  not  know  that  Bird  had  gone  in  the  same  direction, 
and  was  wishing  him  with  hirn  several  times  during  the' 
day. 

Not  faj^  from  the  ferry’  on  the  Pedee  lived  a  Whig  family 
with  a  pretty  daughter,  named  Allan.  Jessie  Allan  was  one 
of  the  prettiest  girls  on  the  Pedee. 

Baxter  was  somewhat  smitten  with  her  charms,  and  never 
let  an  opportunity  pass  to  pay  her  a  visit. 

When  night  came  he  was  encamped  two  miles  from  the 
Allan  plantation.  No  sooner  had  the  stars  begun  to  twinkle 
than  Baxter,  mounted  his  horse  and  started  to  see  the  pretty 
Jessie. 


CHAPTER  VIT. 

BAXTER’S  LOVE  AFFAIR. 

Captain  Baxter,  of  Marion’s  men,  was  a  man  of  gigantic 
stature  and  of  proportionate  strength.  He  was  very  popular 
with  his  men,  as  his  courage  and  discretion  were  unques¬ 
tioned. 

The  gentle  Jessie  Allan  had  attracted  his  attention,  and 
iTb w  he  sought  to  win  her  for  a  wife.  Besides  him  there 
were  quite  a  number  of  others  who  entertained  similar  inten¬ 
tions  respecting  her.  Two  were  Tories,  and  their  presence 
was  tolerated  by  the  Allans  purely  on  account  of  past  friend¬ 
ships. 

It  so  happened  that  on  the  very  night  the  gallant  captain 
paid  his  respects  to  the  pretty  Jessie,  Willie  McWhorter,  a 
violent  Tory  partisan  lover  of  hers,  arrived  for  the  same  pur¬ 
pose. 

Baxter  was,  however  the  first  to  arrive,  a-nd  as  she  had  a 
tender  regard  for  him  she  concentrated  all  her  sweetness  for 
his  especial  benefit. 

He  sat  by  her  side  and  related  adventures  by  flood  and 
field  by  the  hour.  Being  a  rebel  herself,  the  young  maiden 
never  tired  of  listening  to  the  quaint  stories  or  Per  giant 
lover. 

Wlile  thus  engaged  her  Tory  lover  came  up,  and  was  about 
to  enter  the  house  when  he  caught  sight  of  the  gallant 
captain  of  the  Whigs. 

He  dared  not  enter  there. 

Baxter  would  have  doubled  him  up,  placed  him  in  his  poc¬ 
ket,  kissed  Jessie,  and  carried  him  away  a  prisoner.  That 
would  have  been  an  inglorious  ending  of  bis  courtship. 

"FerdiUoa,  take  him!”  hissed  McWhorter,  through  hi* 
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clenched  teeth,  as  he i saw  her  smiling1  sweetly  upon  him.  “I 
■will  put  him  out  Qf  the  way  forever  before  he  sees  his  men 

again.” 

"With  that  he  turned  away,  mounted  his  horse,  and  rode 
off,  leaving  Baxter  a  clear  field  with  the  pretty  Jessie. 

Of  course,  the  gallant  captain  made  good  use  of  the  time. 
He  would  not  have  been  a  true  soldier  had  he  done  otherwise.  . 

"Treason,  by  my  soul!”  exclaimed  the  gallant  patriot, 
striking  one  of  hia  assailants  a  terrible  blow  on  the  neck,  ! 
dropping  him  like  a  log,  and  then  drawing  his  heavy  saber 
and  cutting  down  another. 

Jessie  t'led  back  into  the  house  screaming  at  the  top  of  her 

▼oice. 

Bang!  went  ?  pistol  almost  in  the  captain’s  face.  The 
next  moment  the  assailant  rolled  over  on  the  ground  from  a 
blow  of  the  patriot’-  heavy  boot.  The  other  remaining  one 
took  to  his  heels  and  fled  for  life. 

The  man  who  fired  the  pistol  lay  groaning  on  the  ground. 
Baxter  went  to  him  and  picked  him  up. 


He  was  very  ill  from  the  kick  in  the  stomach  he  had  re-  brave-  £°od  man,  and  would 
Jived.  '  husbands  in  .the — halloo,  gon 


ceived. 

“Oh*  you’re  not  dead  yet,”  said  the  captain,  good-naturedly, 
starting  to  the  door  with  him. 

By  this  time  the  family  was  arourM.  and  Jessie  called  out 
from  within: 

“Are  you  hurt,  captain?" 

'Bless  you  no,”  lie  replied.  "Open  the  door  please.  One 
of  the  sneaks  is 'hurt,  though,  I  reckon:” 

Jessie  threw  open  the  door,  and  as  the  light  streamed 
*®’£°  the  pale  face  of  McWhorter,  she  ex  claimed : 

“Why.  Mr.  .McWhorter!”  \ 

"Do  you  know  him.  Miss  Jessie?”  Baxter  asked.  In  some 

surprise. 

r\Vhy.  yes,”  she  replied,  ;••!  have,  known  him  all  my  l!fe. 
He  is  a  Tory,  hut  wo  have  always  been  good  friends” 

’’Weil  it  seems  he  is  no  friend  of  mine.”  remarked  Baxter. 
And  with  that  he  set  hirn  down  iu  a  chair. 

McWhorter  looked  as  pale  as  a.  ghost.  } 

“What  did  you  do  to  him.  captain  ?”  Mrs.  Alien  asked. 


On  the  morrow  Baxter  led  his  hand  down  the  river  In  search 
of  a  small  foraging  party  of  British  horse  which  he  had  hear  i 
of  in  that  direction. 

The  night  following,'  Bird,  the  scout,  stopped  at  the  house 
of  the  Allans,  and  took  supper  with  them.  They  knew  him 
well,  and  gave  him  a  hearty  welcome. 

As  he  was  about  to  leave  Jessie  whispered  in  his  ear: 

“Wait  for  mo  at  the  foot  of  the  lane.” 

He  did  so,  and  in  a  few  minutes  she  joined  him, 

"What  is  it,  my  dear  child?”  he  asked,  taking  her  hand 
I  in  his. 

"Mother  offended  Captain  Baxter  last  night,”  she  replied, 
“and  he  went  away  angry.” 

“Yes— yes,  1  understand,”  said  Bird.  “You  want  mo  to 
tell  him  that  you  didn’t  do  it,  and  that  your  mother  is  sorry 
for  it,  eh?” 

Jessie  hid  her  face  in  her  apron  and  blushed. 

ery  well,”  he  added.  “You  give  me* leave  to  say  anythin 
I  please,  I  suppose?  I’ll  make  it  all  right,  child.  Baxter  is 
brave,  good  man,  and  would  make  one  of  the  kindest,  gentlest 


.  - e!  Well,,  it’s  all  right.” 

And  the  brave  old  scout  turned  down  the  lane  where  his 
horse  wag  waiting  for  him. 


"  f  kicked  him.  1  believe,  lie  shot  a  pistol  right  in  mv  :  ,  1  dont  !rnow  1  wi5{ 

face.”  ■  ,  jn  and  searon  the  house 


CHAPTER  VITT. 

THE  SLEUTH - HOUNDS  HUNT  THE  PCOUT. 

Scarcely  an  hour  passed  ere  five  men  rode  up  *o  thp  Allan 
place,  ana  surrounded  the  ho 

“tome  out.  Bird!”  they  cried.  “We  have  you  now!” 

Mrs.  Allan  came  to  the  door  and  said: 

'.vi.r.  Bird  is  not  here,  gentlemen.” 

t  es,  he  is.”  replied  the  leader  of  the  party.  “Vve  have 
trailed  him  here.” 

’  tie  was  here  and  took  supper  wtih  us,”  she  answered,  ‘  but 
he  left  sui  hour  ago.” 

•Oh.  that  won’t  no!”  sheered  the  man.  “Where’s  your  has-  - 
j  band?” 

"l  don’t  know — 1  wish  T  did,”  she  replied.  “\ou  can  come 


Z.a’^  «•“«*  on  th,  !  opfCn  .,°°me  °’1'  «“• 


young  Tory,  “you  have  shown  yourself  a  sneaking-  coward 
tonight.  V ou  must  never  speak  to  me  again.” 

“I  will  see  that  he.  has  not  the  chance  .of  doing  no,  soon  ” 

»aid  the  captain,  significantly. 

Captain  Baxter,”  said  -Mrs.  Allen,  “you  must  not  harm 
him.  His  family  and  ours  have  always  been  fast  friends 
You  must  not  harm  him.” 

*??*!'  not  for  the<  world  would  1  harm  him,  hut 

we  ll  hoid  him  a  prisoner  until  the  war  ends.” 

-No— no:  you  must  not  do  that.  Bet  him  go  this  once, 
and  he  will  never  trouble  you  again.” 

of  y°U  d0n  t  kno"  v,'hat  primes  he  is  capable. 

11 G  WOU  d  burn  down  a  Patriot’s  house,  and 
dr.ve  his  helpless  wife  and  children  to  the  woods.” 

Ah,  no,  he  would  not  do  that,”  pleaded  Mrs  ^llen-  “woula 
you,  Willie?”  '  ^ouid 

Willie  shook  his  head. 

‘•aidVied'1!^!0^  t0  llis.C0Untry’”  Persisted'  the  captain, 
wah  me.”  nie  ln  C°ld  bl0<>d*  1  mvuA  te*e  him 

rr  you  do  you  must  never  enter  that  door  again!”  cried 
Mrs...  Alien,  her  eyes  flashing  fire. 

MteiyCry“Dutv  fl?’-?™’”  faid,  th°  *allant  strict,  bowing  po- 
y.  uti  first  and  pleasure  afterwards.  ]  love  my 

nuutrr  better  that,  anything  in  your  house,  ihough  I  love 

»wtr  aaugnter  beter  than  mv  hfe”1 

-rssie  blushed  scarlet,  and  hid  her  face  1n  her  apron  for 
he  nad  not  yet  told  her  that  he  loved  hot  '  * 

Mrs.  Allen  admired  the  sterling  patriotism  of 
and  regretted  her  passionate  n-v  lsrn  °‘  the  man' 

-ss?  I  JL 

along  as  though  he  were  r.  „„Ve  mfarn  r  —  prIson"r  i  wi”  kh 

‘  ho“r-  ^  hfs  camp  again. 

Mo  VS  horter  was  sent  to  the  secret 

Awamp  to  be  held 


know  our  man. 

The  five  men  entered  the  house-  and  searched  it  from  top 
to  bottom  without  .finding  their  man.  of -course. 

“Hive  us  some  supper  and  we’ll  push  on  after*  him  ” 

Glad  to  propitiate  them  and  get.  rid  of  them  so  Soon.  Mis. 

A,lan  ordered  her  servants  to  prepare  a  meal  for  thorn  as 
quickly  as  possible. 

The  meal  was  soon  read,  and  the  fact  made  known  to  -he 

-Tories. 

They  insisted  on  her  and  Jessie  eating,  with  them,  and  to 

Kim  n?«**CwSe  t0  find  fAUlt  they  did  -s°’  -nd  both  sat  at 
tiie  table  with  them. 

n.  V1'  :bes  Tlere  about  to  leave  each  insisted  on 

iKiS-.  mg  Jessie,  which  Mrs.  Allan  indignantly  objected  to 

HI  kiss  them,  mother.”  said  Jessie,  marching  up  to  the 

hPr  pouUns  1!‘)S-  me  ana  then 

Tiie  leader  did  kiss  her,  and  was  about  to  repeat  the 
operation  when  she  sprang  away  from  him,  saving 

n,fS  hSTteTwr’"  Sel'"  and  8°tol  «‘h*  °“V  » 

tbird  man  thrRW  hls  around  her  and  attempted 

o  hug  her  and  snatch  a  dozen  more.  But  ho  felt  a  sh-v-u 

pum  in  Ufa  .Ido,  and  sprang  bad,  with  an  AlSS 

She  had  stuck  him  with  a  large  needle. 

f0urtl?onoTa„d°  pokering  up^or  hil  ^  UP  t0  th* 

hers?  s^uc^didT ‘^rhe'r  needS ^  *  t0U°h  ,l!s  ts> 

l  he  fifth  man,  when  she  came  to  him.  said- 

hop;^henm,yyneCYherdhaie] ^  1 

IMngs.  Only  kiJJS’/' meiT do"  that’  W;!'atrl0tS  n0Ver  do  *uch 


tii  ;.Ar_i-sn^  v„ 

£-fho».  in  a  wtWa  *>»»*  ™y  a,  ^ 

“  c-ny.  prlwner  until  ml, -hanged.  *'ha“~  cf  youl"  nej  *im;,  :t.' 
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*TW'/  you  ought  to  h©  proud  of  me  mother,’*  ssld  Jessie, 
*  'f  had  w*  crossed  those  men  In  the,  least  there  la  no 
they  would  have  done.  I  assure  you  I  am 
id  of  them  .so  cheaply," 


no  moro,  aa  sho  saw  that  her  daughter 


t*'ll‘X£  TV 

t  ad  to  g* 

Mrs.  \  lan  sai< 
had  acted  w.soly. 

The  Tories  were  rloso  on  Bird's  trail,  however,  and  that 
fart  worrird  the  gcntlo  Jessie  not  a  little.  She  knew  they 
'  ad  gene  in  the  same  direction  he  had  taken,  and  she 
feared  the  result. 

sh-  desired  Uist  he  should  see  Captain  Baxter  as  quickly 
as.  possible. 

The  Tories  did  pre^ss  Bird,  and  caught  up  with  him  at 
the  cabin  of  a  Whig  family  down  on  the  Pedee  river. 

They  caw  his  horse,  and  knew*  ho  was  either  in  the  house 
or  close  by. 

They  accordingly  took  charge  of  his  horse  and  waited  for 
Mm  to  appear.  Their  intention  was  to  secure  him  as  he 
came  to  mount,  his  horse,  hence  they  surrounded  the  house, 
prepared  for  the  onset. 

iiir.l  was  within  the  cabin  In  close  converse  with  the  old 
AVi  ig,  who  was  giving  him  some  important  information  as  to 
events  in  his  vicinity  since  his  last  visit  down  there. 

Two  hours  passed,  and  the  scout  emerged  from  the  cabin 
alone. 


"Certainly — you  shall  hat©  mercy — such  as  you  would  have* 
shown  to  this  old  man,”  replied  Bird. 

"We  merely  intended  to  scare  him,’*  said  the  trembling 
Tory. 

"Of  course.  That's  all  T  will  do  to  you  but  T  am  of  tho 
opinion  that  you’ll  be  scared  to  death,"  and  with  that  the 
relentless  scout  pulled  on  the  halter  until  the  villain’3  body 
swung  clear  of  the  ground. 

In  ten  minutes  he  was  dead,  and  the  scout  let  him  dowri- 

“Now  for  the  other  one,"  he  said,  taking  the  halter  from 
the  dead  man’s  neck. 

The  other  man  sprang  up  and  dashed  away  in  the  bushes. 
The  old  man  l’ired,  and  ho  fell  with  a  shriek,  shot  between 
the  shoulders. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


MCDONALD'S  PERIL. 


"That  was  well  done,  old  man,”  said  Bird,  "but  T  will  hang 
him  yeti"  and  rushing  forward  lie  seized  the  wounded  man 
by  the  heels,  dragged  him  back  under  the  fatal  tree,  placed 
the  noose  around  his  neck  and  strung  him' upf 

"Thus  perish  traitors  and  murderers!”  he  exclaimed,  m 
he  let  the  dead  body  drop  to  the  ground  with  a  thud. 

“Now  we’ll  go  back  to  the  cabin  and  see  the  others,"  said 
Bird,  leading  the  way  back  to  the  house. 

There  was  only  one  man  to  overcome,  and  he  was  so  much. 

|  astonished  at  seeing  Bird  stalk  into  the  cabin  that  he  threw 
down  his  weapons  and  begged  for  his  life. 

/  "'What  are  you  'going  to  do  now  that  you  have  caught  ms! 

bed. 

the  reply. 

Howls,  curses,  and  groans  followed,  and  Bird  instantly  j  WMB,t  WMU4U  *uu  w  W1'tu  illu  Iiaa  W'wH&rt 


Something  prevented  him  from  going  to  his  horse.  Tie 
therefore  whistled  l’or  his  horse  to  come  to  him. 

The  horse  started,  and  tho  Tories  attempted  to  hold  the  j 
brave  beast. 

Wheeling  half  around,  the  gallant  charger  sent  both  heels 
flying  in  the  faces  of  the  intruders, 
was  destroyed  forev 
ground  with  a  couple 


.lounu,  i.ne  gauant  cnarger  sent  both  heels  ,  .  ,  .  ,,  , 

-w  <1,0.  rrv,  ,  .  if  "What  are  you  'going  to  do  now  that  you  have  c: 

01  the  intruders.  The  facial  beauty  of  one  <  ,  ,  .  .  .  , ,  ,  .  ,  •  > ,, 

... .  _  he  asked,  turning  to  tho  wounded  deader  on  the 

ever,  and  another  was  sent  rolling  on  the  ..  ,  .  ) 

u _ ,  ,  ..  b  lou  may  settle  that  question  yourself,  was  t 

tpie  of  broken  ribs  to  keep  him  companv.  I  ..  .  .  .  ,  *  ,  ...  , 

on.,  :  W  ell,  what  would  you  have  done  with  me  had 


comprehended  the  situation. 

Ho  sprang  into  the  saddle,  and  dashed  forward  for  the 
river  road,  passing  out  of  sight  in  a  minute,  or  even  less  ! 
time. 

The  Tories  were  too  much  demoralised  to  pursue.  Their  j 
leader  had  two  broken  ribs  to  look  after  and  another  had  { 
a,  mashed  face,  to  be  treated. 

They  accordingly .  took  possession  of  the  old  nwn'3  cabin, 
and  bound  him  Hand  and  foot. 

"So  you  harbor  that  rebel  scout,  jo  you?”  cried  the  leader 
of  4 he  Tories.  "And  give  him  information  about,  the  king’s 
friends.  By  the  king’s  mercy,  but  I’ll  hang  you  as  high  as 
Ilaman!” 

The  old  patriot  said  not  a  word..  He  knew  he  was  power' 
levs  to  resist,  or  escape,  and  that  it  was  worse  than  useless 
to  try.  He  was  not  afraid  to  die  for  his  country. 

The  Tories  made  their  leader  comfortable  in  the  old  pa¬ 
triot’s  bed.  and  bathed  the  faco  of1  their  comrade. 
spent  an  hour  in  that  way. 

"Now  come  out  here,  you  old  traitor;”  exclaimed  one  of 
the  Tories.  “We’ll  make  short  work  Of  you!" 

Two  of  them  seized  the  old  man  and  led  him  out  of  the 
cabin  taking  a  strong  halter  with  him.  . 

After  carrying  him  about  a  hundred  yards  down  in  the 
«r.  »<■»/ s  the--  stopped  under  a  huge  oak,  whose  o  ranches' 
a.Tordod  a  limb  suitable  to  their  purpose. 

They  fastened  one  end  of  the  halter  around  i*-»  old  map’s 
neck,  and  throw  the  other  over  the  limb. 

"Your  time  has  come,  old  man,”  said  one  cG  the  scoun¬ 
drels. 

"Yes.  ’  and  your’s  tco,  will  come  some  da?*”  replied  the 
old  patriot,  calm  and  clear. 

••It  haw  come  now  villains,”  cried  a  strange  voice,  and  the 
rn'An  with  the  halter  in  his  hand  was  felled  to  the  earth  by 
a  blow  on  the  head  and  the  other  went  down  a  moment  later 
before  he  could  draw  to  defend  himself. 

"Bird!**  exclaimed  the  old  patriot. 

"Y'e.“,  I  never  desert  my  friends!"  said  Bird,  quickly  releas¬ 
ing  tho  old  man,  and  passing  tho  halter  over  the  neck  of  one 
of  the  Tories. 

"Take  my  pistol  and  keep  the  other  one  still  till  I  finish 
thfa  one." 

TV  old  man  took  tho  pistol,  and  Bird  pulled  on  the  other 
,  ;  of  tho  baiter  till  the  man  was  raised  to  his  feet. 

*•  M  e .-  ’Tj — mercy  I**  gasped  the  terrified  Tory,  recovering  con- 
•e.ousaes*  Just  la  time  to  comprehend  tho  dtuatioa. 


!  The  man  was  silent. 

/  "Wouldn’t  you  have  hung  me?"  Bird  asked. 

!  "No- — I  think  not/’  was  the  reply. 

‘•Don’t  you  think  you  are  lying  now?  Examine  your 
conscience  and  see.” 

"No.  I  had  orders  to  bring  you  to  Major  Gainey.” 

"Why.  |  saw  Gainey  only  two  nights  ago  at  Miller's,  and 
knocked  him  down.” 

"I  guess  that’s  what  he  wants, to  see  you  about,  Bird,”  said 
the  old  patriot,  smiling. 

"I  reckon  so.  Well,  I'M  see  Gainey  again  soon,  I  hope. 
You  must  get  up  and  go  with  me.” 

"Why,  fny  ribs  arc  broken:  T  can’t  go." 

"But  you  must  go.  This  old,  man  can't  take  care  of  you. 
and  if  he  did,  you  would  murder  him  for  bis  kindness  to 
you.” 

With  man y  groans,  the  wounded  man  arose,  and  they 
They  mounted  their  horses. 

^  Where  are  the  other?”  the  Tory  leader  asked  looking 
around. 

"They  are  hanging  out  there  in  the  woods,  said  Bird, 
"They  changed  their  minds,  and  hung  themselves  instead  of 
the  old  man  there." 

The  Tory  knew  enough  of  the  terrible  scout  of  the  Santee 
to  know  that  the  career  of  the  two  men  had  ended  forever, 
and  said  no  more. 

Bird  led  the  way,  having  bound  the  only  wounded  man 
to  his  horse,  and  proceeded  toward  the  great,  swamp  five 
miles  below7  the  ferry,  which  place  be  reached  in  two  hours. 

On  the  way  he  told  the  Tories  that  after  running  nearly  a 
mile  he  concluded  to  go  back  and  see  if  ho  could  protect  the 
old  man  from  their  vengeance,  and  got  there  just  in  time  to 
save  him  from  their  clutches. 

"I  never  dreamed  of  being  able  to  capture  the  whole  party 
of  you,”  he  said.  "Major  Gainey  will  b©  mad  about  It,  I  know 
but  I'll  make  it  all  right  with  him  some  day.  I’ll  see  him 
again  before  long,  I  hope.” 

The  three  prisoners  were  turned  over  to  Baxter  In  the 
swamp,  who  came  in  with  his  command  beforo  Bird  reach¬ 
ed  there. 

"Bird,”  said  Baxter  to  the  scout,  "a  negro  has  just  come, 
saying  the  Tories  bad  surrounded  McDonald  In  a  house  down 
on  the  forks.  Can  you  go  down  therewith  a  dozen  men  and 
eee.about  It?" 

"Yes,  McDonald  would  do  as  much  for  me,"  wa3  the  reply. 
"Givo  mo  the  men/'  .  * - -  —  - 
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A  dozen  men  volunteered  to  go  with  him,  and  they  set 

out  at  once.  ,  ,  .  ..  . 

The  place  was  seven  miles  distant,  and  they  made  it  1. 
less  than  an  hour,  as  they  pushed  their  horses  in  order  to 
save  the  gallant  sergeant. 

When  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  place  they  heard  an 
occasional  rifle  shot. 

..  Dismounting  and  creeping  forward,  they  found  a  small 
'log  cabin  which  had  been  deserted  some  time,  surrounded  by 
a  score  of  Tories,  who  were  in  the  liveliest  spirits  over  the 
fact  that  they  had  the  famous  sergeant  in  the  cabin  so  he 

could  not  escape  them.  ' \ 

They  had  repeatedly  tried  to  fire  the  cabin,  but  three  dead 
men  lying  on  the  ground  had  convinced  them  that  it  wasn’t 
a  safe  thing  to  undertake. 

The  sergeant  was  as  cool  a.s  a  wintry  blast.  I  ».l  lather  die 
with  arms  in  my  hands.” 

They  promised  hi  .mquarter  if  he  would  surrender. 

“No,  sir,  J  never  surrender,”  was  the  reply.  ‘Td  rather  die 
with  arms  in  my  hands." 

"Then  we'll  burn  you  out.” 

“Burn  away.”  replied  he.  "I’ve  been  burned  out  before  un$ 
am  alive  yet  I  believe.” 

They  spent  ;xn  hour  making  a  bow  and  arrows  with  which 
to  send  burning  arrows  to  the  roof  ol  the  cabin. 

Bird  and  his  men  lay  quietly  in  the  woods  looking  on,  wait- 
*  ing  for  the  time  to  strike. 

-  The  bow  was  completed,  and  the  torch  prepared  for  the 
arrow. 

It  was  sent  from  an  unerring  hand,  and  the  burning  arrow 
was  impaled  on  the  roof  of  the  cabin.  The  dry  tinder  caug nt 
fire  and  commenced  to  blaze  up. 

“Now.  men!”  whispered  Bird,  to  his  comrades.  “They  are 
busy  watching  that  fire.  We  can  creep  up  behind  them  and 
cut  down  one  apiece  before  they  suspect  our  presence — follow 
me!” 


CHAPTER  X. 

A!N  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  KING’S  OFFICERS. 

When  the  fire  caught  on  the  dry  roof  of  the  cabin,  and 
the  besiegers  were  eagerly  watching  its  progress,  the  scout 
and  his  men  crept  up  behind  them  with  their  heavy  broad¬ 
swords  upraised. 

Each  man  selected  a  victim,  and  struck  with  all  his  might. 
It  is  safe  to  say  that  some  of  those  Tories  never  knew  what 

.hurt  them. 

I.  Bird  cut  a  man’s  head  completely  from  his  shoulders,  and 
several  others  ha.d  their  heads  split  from  crown  to  chin. 

The  survivors  were  utterly  stunned  by  the  sudden  attack 
eand  only  four  of  them  succeeded  in  getting  away. 

"Come  out.  sergeant,”  cried  Bird,  “and  surrender  yourself.  ’ 
"Is  that  you,  Bird?”  McDonald  asked. 

"Yes,  we've  cleaned  out  the  Tories.” 

McDonald  lost  no  time  in  getting  back  to  Baxter’s  camp, 
where  he  w as  congratulated  on  his  escape  from  his  prediea- 


The  Indies  giggled,  and  one  of  the  officers  turned  toward 
him,  and  asked: 

,:Z'Z  nawered,  erring  hia  hat 

be‘I“nonSthrwateree.  Why.  what  are  you  doing  down 
here?” 

"Going  to  Georgetown.” 

"What  for?” 

“To  see  the  gineral.” 

“General  who?” 

“Cornwallis.” 

“HbTmcn  has  been  a-taking  my  cattle  without  paymg  for 

Gri"Oh!”  and  the  two  officers  looked  significantly  at  each 

other.  „.  ,  , 

“Are  you  a  loyal  man?”  the  other  officer  asked. 

“Yes,  sir;  I  am  a  true  king’s  man.”  (> 

“Lord  Cornwallis  will  want  proof  of  that  you  know. 

“Yes;  I’ve  got  my  papers.” 

“Let  me  sec  them!”  and  the  officer  hold  out  his  hand  au¬ 
thoritatively  for  them. 

Bird  looked  stolidly  at  him  and  asked: 

"Are  you  the  gineral’?' 

"No.  but  I  am  one  of  his  officers,  was  the  rep  v. 

“Oh.  you  bo.  eb  ?  Where’s  your  papers?” 

The  ladies  burst  out  laughing,  as  did  the  other  officer;  but 
the  major  flushed  angrily. 

"This  is  my  authority,  sir.”  he  said,  seizing  his  sword. 

“Let  me  see  it.”  said  Bird,  innocently,  at  which  the  others 

almost  screamed  with  merriment. 

"Do  you  wish  to  insult  me.  you  country  bumpkin!”  roared 
the  major,  springing  to  his  feet  in  a  towering  rage. 

Bird  snatched  the  sword  from  his  hand,  broke  it  in  tw’O 
and  flung  the  pieces  in  his  face. 

"1  am  a  plain  farmer,"  he  said,  “but  I  know  my  rights,  and 
will  maintain  them  in  the  face  of  the  king  himself.  Touch 
me  again,  sir.  apd  I  will  thrash  you  as  J  would  a  dog.” 

The  major  was  stunned  with  amazement,  and  even  the 
other  officer  stared  at  the  supposed  countryman  with  as¬ 
tonishment. 

“You  had  better  leave  the  house,  Mr.  Doyle,”  suggested  one 
of  the  ladies,  in  alarm,  seeing  the  major  was  in  a  towering 
rage. 

“Thank  you,  ma’am,  if  you  wish  it  T  will,”  he  replied.  “But 
1  cannot  be  driven.  I  am  a  king’s  man — a  British  subject, 
anil  not  a  slave!” 

"You  infernal  varlet!”  roared  the  major  recovering  his 
speech.  ‘Til  kick  the  life  out  of  you!”  and  with  that  he  at¬ 
tempted  to  kick  Bird  in  the  stomach.  But  the  watchful 
scout  promptly  knocked  him  down  by  a  blow  between  the 
eyc-s  with  his  clenched  fist. 

The  ladies  screamed,  and  the  other  officer  rose  to  his  feet 
and  drew  his  sword. 

“Leave  the  house,  sir!”  ho  commanded,  sternly. 

“you  blamed  soldiers  ore  all  alike!”  and  with  that  lie 
felled  him  to  the  floor  with  the  chair,  and  then  quickly 
slip  peel  out  of  the  house. 


ment. 

Bird  pushed  on  southward,  and  at  daylight  crept  into  a 
dense  part  of  t'n  woods,  where  lie  slept  during  tho  greater 
part  of  tho  rjay. 

When  night  came  on  again  he  remounted  his  faithful  hors© 
and  rode  across  several  old  fields  to  the  house  of  a  patriot, 
where  he  asked  for  something  to  eat. 

The  lady  of  the  house  knew  him,  but  quickly  gave  him 
a  signal  of  caution,  which  he  readily  understood.  Georgetown 
was  only  two  miles  distant.  He  knew  that  somebody  must  be 
In  the  house  whom  she  mistrusted.  He  peered  around  and 
saw  two  British  officers  sitting  in  the  front  room  smoking  and 
conversing  pleasantly  with  two  or  three  ladies. 

The  old  scout  at  once  saw  how  the  thing  was,  and  resolved 
to  get  mixed  up  in  that  company. 

“I’ll  be  a  king’s  man  for  a  while,”  he  muttered,  and  meet¬ 
ing  the  lady  of  the  house  at  the  kitchen  door,  whispered: 

"Don’t  be  afraid  to  admit  me;  I  am  a  king’s  man  to-night.” 
the  two  officers  were. 

She  smiled  assent  .and  ushered  him  into  the  room. 

“This  is  Farmer  Doyle,”  she  said,  introducing  him  to  the 
company. 

He  made  an  awkward  bow  on  purpose  to  deceive  the  lynx- 
eyed  officers,  and  took  a  scat  near  the  door. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

BIRD'S  NARROW  ESCAPE. 

His  horse  was  ready  for  him  outside,  and  he  sprang  into 
the  saddle  and  dashed  away  toward  Georgetown  at  the  top 
of  his  speed. 

The  night  grew  darker  as  a  storm  cloud  shut  out  the  light 
of  the  stars.  The  chances  of  escape  were  enhanced  thereby. 
He  resolved  to  go  across  a  small  field  toward  the  nearest 
point  on  the  line. 

A  soldier  saw  him  and  ordered  him  to  halt.  lie  started  to 
run  and  the  soldier  fired. 

He  fell,  as  though  hit,  and  groaned  dismally. 

The  soldier  ran  up  to  see  who  he  was.  and,  as  he  leaned 
over  him.  Bird  cut  his  throat  almost  from  ear  to  ear  by  a 
terrifiic  sweep  of  his  heavy  knife. 

The  soldier  fell  almost  on  top  of  him. 

“Very-  good.”  ho  muttered,  rising  to  his  feet  and  proceeding 
to  take  off  the  redcoat’s  uniform. 

He  had  him  stripped  in  two  minutes,  and  as  thd  dead 
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It 


k>M!er  a  larger  man  than  himself,  the  uniform  fitted  very 
well  over  his  own  suit. 

Then  picking  up  his  musket  and  accoutrements,  he  reloaded 
the  sain  and  stalked  on  toward  the  line. 

On  nearing  the  line  he  marched  up  to  within  five  feet  of  the 
guard,  and  asked: 

"Have  you  seen  the  captain  ?** 

“No.” 

“Nor  the  sergeant?” 

“No.” 

**That’s  strange.” 

“How  so?” 

“He  told  me  to  come  here  to  relieve  you,  hut  of  course  I 
can’t  do  it  till  1#  comes.” 

"That  is  strange,  indeed,”  said  the  guard.  “What  can  he 
want  of  me?” 

“He  wants  you  to  carry  some  message  to  Charleston  for 
the  colonel. 

Now,  this  was  a  random  shot  but  it  struck  the  unsuspecting 
guard  squarely  on  the  head.  He  had  a  sweetheart  in  Charles¬ 
ton,  and  had  long  wanted  to  go  down  and  see  her. 

“In  that  case  he  will  want  me  at  once,”  he  said.  “I’ll  go 
and  report  to  him  at  once.  Take  my  place.  The  word  is 
Tarleton.’  ” 

Bird  took  the  position,  and  marched  up  and  down  on  the 
line  like  an  old  grenadier,  while  the  guard  hastened  to  report 
to  his  captain. 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!”  chlckled  the  old  scout,  softly  to  himself. 
**The  fools  are  not  all  dead  yet,  but  they  will  shoot  him  for 
one  in  the  morning.” 

Watching  Ms  chance,  he  slipped  away  into  the  woods  be¬ 
yond  the  lines,  and  hastened  toward  the  swamp  where  his 
horse  was  concealed. 

The  deluded  guard  marched  up  to  his  captain’s  quarters 
and  reported: 

“Ready,  captain,”  saluting  him  according  to  regulations. 

“Ready  for  what?”  the  astonished  captain  asked. 

“To  go  to  Charleston  for  you.” 

“Who  in  blazes  wants  you  to  go  to  Charleston?”  roared  the 
captain. 

“I  was  relieved  from  my  post  on  the  line  and  sent  here  for 
that  purpose,”  was  the  trembling  reply. 

“Call  the  officer  of  the  guard!”  cried  the  captain,  getting 
considerably  excited. 

The  upshot  of  the  matter  was  that  the  deception  was  dis¬ 
covered,  the  strange  soldier  was  missing  from  the  line,  and 
the  poor,  deceived  sentinel  put  under  arrest. 

He  was  court-martialed,  condemned,  and  shot  at  sunrise  the 
second  morning  after. 

“One  more  redcoat  gone!”  muttered  Bird  as  he  mounted 
his  horse  and  rode  away.* 

When  a  safe  distance  from  the  enemy.  Bird  dismounted 
and  put  off  the  hated  uniform  of  the  Briton,  threw  it  into  a 
hollow  log,  and  then  continued  his  journey. 

When  near  the  Fedee  he  ran  suddenly  into  a  party  of  men 
who  leveled  a  dozen  muskets  at  him  with  the  word: 

“Halt!”  ringing  loud  and  clear  in  his  ears. 

“Well,  I’m  halted,’’  he  said,  aa  cool  as  a  cucumber. 

“Who  are  you?” 

“I  am  John  Doyle.  Who  are  you?” 

“We  are  king’s  men.  Get  down  from  that  horse.” 

Having  full  faith  in  his  papers  as  to  John  Doyle’s  identity, 
he  promptly  dismounted. 

“Yes,”  he  replied,  handing  the  Doyle  papers  to  the  lead3r. 

The  man  led  the  way  into  the  woods  a  short  distance  to 
where  a  campfire  was  burning.  By  the  light  of  that  lire, 
with  a  score  of  Tories  looking  on,  he  read  the  papers,  and 
said,  as  he  handed  them  back. 

“These  are  all  right.  But  what  are  you  doing  down  this 
way?” 

•’I’ve  been  to  Georgetown." 

“Why,  hallo!”  exclaimed  a  Tory,  coming  up  and  gazing  at 
Bird  by  the  light  of  the  fire,  “that’s  Bird,  the  rebel  scout!” 

"The  deuce!”  exclaimed  the  leader,  in  dumfounded  amaze¬ 
ment,  glaring  at  the  prisoner. 

But  before  anyone  could  raise  a  hand  to  detain  him,  Bird 
knocked  dowrn  the  Tory  who  had  recognized  him,  and  darted 
away  into  the  bushes. 

“Catch  him!  Shoot  him!  Ten  pounds  for  his  head!”  yelled 

the  Tory  leader,  firing  his  pistol  at  random  into  the  bushea 


CHAPTER  XII. 

*TLIi  GO  IF  I  PERISH. 

The  Tories  made  desperate  efforts  to  recapture  the  man 
whom,  next  to  Marion  himself,  they  hated  most,  but  in 
vain. 

The  woods  at  night  gives  every  advantage  to  the  pursued, 
and  in  a  very  few  minutes  the  Tories  were  satisfied  that  he 
had  slipped  through  their  clutches. 

They  made  the  woods  ring  with  their  curses;  but  they 
clung  to  his  horse  as  a  trophy  to  be  proud  of,  particularly  as 
they  had  heard  much  of  his  sagacity  and  training. 

“Ah,  he  is  a  splendid  animal!”  said  the  Tory  leader.  “I  will 
send  him  to  Lord  Rawdon  as  a  present.” 

“Better  keep  him  for  yourself,  captain,”  suggested  one  of 
the  men. 

“No — Lord  Rawdon  will  use  his  influence  to  get  me  a  com¬ 
mission  if  we  send  him  there  as  a  present.’* 

The  uncommissioned  Tory  captain  mounted  the  horse,  and 
pranced  around  in  the  road  with  him,  to  the  great  satisfac¬ 
tion  of  himself  and  men. 

Suddenly  a  shrill  whistle  up  the  road  was  heard,  and  the 
magnificent  animal  seized  the  bit  between  his  teeth  and  dash¬ 
ed  away  like  the  wind,  leaving  the  men  laughing  heartily  over 
the  runaway  as  they  supposed  it  to  be. 

The  horse  ran  some  two  hundred  yards,  and  stopped  by 
the  side  of  his  master,  who  was  standing  by  the  roadside 
waiting  for  him. 

Bird  was  astonished  at  seeing  the  man  on  his  back,  and 
drawing  his  pistol,  said: 

“Get  off  my  horse,  sir.” 

The  Tory  sprang  off  and  stood  before  him  trembling  like  a 
leaf. 

“So  you  are  a  king’s  man,  eh?  Bird  asked. 

“Yes,”  faltered  the  wretch. 

“You  are  a  native  American?” 

“Yes.” 

'Therefore  a  traitor  to  your  country — fighting  for  a  tyrant 
three  thousand  miles  away.  Great  God,  man.  Have  you  no 
manhood  life?” 

“But — I — am  not  a  rebel!’’  the  man  stammered. 

“Rebel!  Why,  man,  you  are  in  rebellion  against  your 
country.  You  ought  to  be  shot,  every  one  of  you!” 

The  Tory  was  dumfounded.  He  had  never  heard  the  Tories 
denounced  as  rebels  before.  The  thing  was  ne  wto  him. 

“Now,  see  here,”  said  Bird,  after  a  pause.  “You  were  born 
as  much  a  free  man  as  King  George  himself.  This  country 
belongs  to  the  people  who  live  in  it.  We’ll  keep  up  this  war 
till  not  a  redcoat  or  Tory  can  show  his  face  in  it.  You  had 
better  think  twice  before  going  any  further.  Let  the  tyrant 
and  his  minions  conquer  your  country  if  he  can,  but  don’t  you 
help  him  any,  or  when  they  are  driven  away  you  will  have 
to  go,  too.  I  will  spare  you  now,  but  not  again.  Marion 
and  his  men  will  sweep  Carolina  clear  of  her  enemies.” 

So  saying,  he  sprang  into  the  saddle  and  bounded  away, 
leaving  the  Tory  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  too  much 
surprised  to  utter  a  word. 

“Well,  well,”  exclaimed  the  Tory,  when  the  sound  of  the 
horse’s  hoofs  were  no  longer  heard.  “I’ll  never  believe  a 
hard  story  about  Bird  again!  Why,  we  would  have  hung  him 
in  ten  minutes  if  he  had  not  gotten  away  from  us!” 

He  went  back  to  his  men,  and  related  the  extraordinary 
adventure  he  had  had  with  the  famous  scout.  They  could 
hardly  believe  him,  for  Bird  had  visited  some  terrible  pun¬ 
ishments  on  the  Tories  of  Carolina. 

But  it  had  a  salutory  effect  on  the  Tories.  The  leader 
soon  withdrew  from  the  king’s  cause,  joined  Marion’s  men 
and  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Lutaw'  SDrings. 

The  scout  reported  to  the  Swamp  Fox  about  his  recent 
visit  to  the  enemy’s  camp,  and  what  he  saw  there-  The  great 
patriot  pressed  him  to  remain  and  join  the  expedition,  prom¬ 
ising  to  give  him  a  chance  to  strike  a  blow  at  the  enemies 
of  his  country. 

“Where  is ’Baxter?”  he  asked. 

“Asleep  under  yonder  tree,”  replied  the  Swamp  Fox,  point¬ 
ing  to  a  cypress  at  the  root  of  which  reposed  the  huge  patriot 
in  peaceful  slumber. 

The  scout  stepped  softly  in  that  direction  unq  stood  over 
the  sleeper. 

Baxter  was  a  heavy  sleeper. 
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He  did  not  hear  the  steps  of  those  around  him;  the  guide 
sat  down  close  to  his  head  and  peered  closely  into  his  face. 

“Captain — captain!”  he  called.  “Wake  up!  There  is  a 
message  in  camp  for*  you." 

•<Eh?  What’s  that?”  exclaimed  the  captain,  springing  up 
and  glaring  around  at  Bird. 

The  next  moment  he  grasped  the  hand  of  the  old  scout  and 
asked: 

“Was  it  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  was  it?” 

“Jessie  Allan  -wants  you  to  come  back  to  her.  She  wants 
to  tell  you  that  she  loves  you  and  no  one  else.” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


A  LIVELY  ENCOUNTER. 

When  nght  came  he  slipped  away  from  the  swamp,  and 
hied  to  the  home  of  the  pretty  Jessie  Allan. 

She  did  not  expect  him,  and  was  therefore  correspondingly 
happy  at  seeing  him  again. 

“Jessie,  darling,”  he  murmured,  as  he  took  her  in  his  great 
arms  and  pressed  her  to  his  heart,  “I  have  come  to  hear  you 
say  you  love  me.” 

She  hid  her  face  in  his  bosom,  and  murmured: 

“I  do  love  you.” 

“I  knew  it — I  knew  it!”  he  cried,  covering  her  blushing 
face  with  kisses,  “and  I  love  you  more  than  life.  You  will 
be  my  little  wife?” 


“Yes.” 

“That  settles  it.  Now  bring  on  that  scolding  mother  of 
yours  and  let  me  tell  her  about  it.” 

“Ah,  you  saucy  fellow!”  she  exclaimed,  playfully,  “mother 
is  not  given  to  scolding.” 

“Oh,  no,  of  course  not.” 

“What  have  you  done  with  Willie?” 

“He  is  a  prisoner  of  war,”  was  the  reply. 

“You  didn’t  hurt  him,  then?” 

“No.” 

“I  care  nothing  for  him,  but  his  mother  and  mine  are  such 
good  friends  that  I  would  not  have  had  you  hurt  him  for  any¬ 


thing  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  Allan  readily  forgave  him  his  vigorous  actions  on 
his  previous  visit,  and  he  wras  about  the  happiest  man  in  all 
Carolina  that  night. 

It  -was  long  past  midnight  when  he  left  to  return  to  his 
command,  and  he  put  his  gallant  steed  to  his  best  pace  in 
order  to  reach  the  camp  before  morning. 

His  horse  was  a  powerful  one,  more  noted  for  strength  than 
speed,  as  the  great  weight  of  the  captain  forbade  very  much 
speed. 

While  crossing  Lynch’s  creek  he  heard  signals  all  around 
him — signals  of  every  description,  and  felt  nervous  about 
it.  The  dense  woods  on  either  side  rendered  ambuscades  of 
easy  management. 

‘They  are  Tories,”  he  muttered,  “and  I  have  run  into  a 
perfect  nest  of  them.  I  must  make  a  dash  for  it,”  and  put¬ 
ting  spurs  to  his  horse  he  dashed  across  the  bridge  at  a 
breakneck  speed. 

Bang — bang — bang!  went  a  dozen  rifles,  and  bullets  whis¬ 
tled  all  around  him.  But  while  one  went  through  his  hat, 
-ot  one  touched  him. 

“On — on,  Ball!”  he  hissed  to  his  faithful  animal,  and 
|»wav  he  sped. 

Ten  minutes  later  he  stopped  to  listen,  and  heard  the 
|hoofs  of  pursing  horses  behind  him. 

“Ah,  they  are  after  me,”  he  said.  “A  dozen  of  them!  They 
|cvill  give  me  trouble  if  I  keep  in  the  road.” 

A  few  moments  later  he  turned  into  a  dense  thicket  by  the 
|-oadside  and  dismounted. 

Soon  a  dozen  horsemen  dashed  by  in  mad  pursuit  of  him, 
hen  came  stragglers  in  parties  of  two  and  three  or  more. 

By  and  by  larger  bodies  came  along — then  a  regular  force 
|>f  mounted  men. 

He  was  astonished.  It  wTas  Major  Gainye’s  command  cf 
Irories  going  in  the  direction  of  Marion’s  camp  in  the  swamp 
|>elow  the  Pedee. 

“Great  God!”  thought  Baxter.  “What  if  they  have  got 

|he  secret  of  his  position,  and  attack  him  before  daylight! 


But,  pshaw!  Gainey  has  got  too  much  sense  to  attack  the 
Swamp  Fox  in  his  lair.  He  must  be  making  for  Georgetown 
to  form  a  junction  with  Tarleton.  Still,  I  wish  Marion  knew 
of  this  move,  so  he  could  meet  him  below  somewhere. 

Thinking  the  whole  command  had  passed,  he  remounted  his 
horse,  and  followed  on  after  the  Tories. 

But  he  had  not  gone  very  far  ere  he  discovered  that  there 
were  others  behind  him  coming  at  full  speed. 

Dropping  into  the  bushes  again,  he  waited  for  them,  and 
was  surprised  to  find  only  a  single  horseman. 

He  gave  the  notes  of  the  Whip-poor-will,  and  the  solitary 
horseman  returned  it  with  the  hooting  of  the  owl. 

“That’s  a  Whig!”  exclaimed  Baxter,  and  darting  into  the 
road,  he  rode  up  to  the  man. 

“Bird!” 

"Captain  Baxter!” 

“Yes,  what  are  you  up  to,  Bird?” 

“Driving  Gainey  and  his  crowd  before  me,”  replied  the 
scout.  “Why  isn’t  the  Swamp  Fox  out  tonight?” 

“I  don’t  think  the  scouts  have  posted  him.” 

“I  sent  Benton  to  tell  him  two  hours  ago.  If  they  didn’t 
catch  him  you  may  look  for  music  before  morning.” 

“Good!  Then  I’ll  go  with  you.” 

“You’ve  been  to  the  Allans’  place?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  you  left  just  in  time.” 

“Did  they  stop  there?” 

“Yes,  and  asked  particularly  after  you.  They’ll  set  a  trap 
there  for  you,  captain.” 

“Let  ’em  set  one,”  he  laughed.  “They  did  that  the  other 
night  and  lost  by  it.” 

“But  you  may  lose  next  time.  Better  be  careful — there! 
Did  you  hear  that?  Listen — the  Swamp  Fox  is  out!  He  is 
paying  his  respects  to  Mr.  Gainey.” 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  SCOUT’S  HOT  PURSUIT. 

The  rapid  firing  in  front  convinced  Captain  Baxter  that 
Marion’s  men  had  engaged  the  Tories  in  a  fight. 

The  smell  of  powder  excited  his  warlike  nature  to  the  high¬ 
est  pitch. 

“By  Heaven’s,  Bird!”  he  exclaimed,  “I  must  have  a  hand 
in  that  fight.” 

“Well,  pitch  in  and  help  yourself,”  said  Bird,  smiling. 

The  impetuous  captain  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  dashed 
down  the  road  at  full  speed,  his  heavy  broadsword  flashing 
in  the  starlight  above  his  head,  yelling  at  the  Tories: 

“Down  with  King  George!  Down  with  the  traitors!”  and 
in  less  than  two  minutes  he  was  in  the  midst  of  the  Tories, 
cutting  right  and  left  with  tremendous  force. 

That  a  single  man  had  dared  to  do  such  a  thing  the  aston¬ 
ished  Tories  never  dreamed.  They  supposed  that  a  part 
of  their  assailants  had  struck  them  in  the  rear,  and  a  panic 
ensued. 

They  broke  and  fled,  the  command  being  cut  in  two,  a  por¬ 
tion  under  Major  Gainey  retreating  upon  Georgetown,  -.he 
other  falling  back  whence  they  came. 

“Marion  and  victory!”  cried  Baxter,  cutting  down  a  stal¬ 
wart  Tory  who  came  in  his  way. 

Bird,  seeing  Gainey  making  off  toward  Georgetown,  joined 
Captain  Conyer’s  men  and  pursued  him. 

Sergeant  McDonald  was  soon  by  his  side. 

“The  major  is  my  prize,  Bird!”  he  exclaimed.  “You  take 
that  captain  out  there!”  and  dashing  ahead,  the  daring  ser¬ 
geant  put  the  major  to  some  trouble  to  escape  him. 

But  the  sergeant’s  horse  stumbled  over  a  dead  Tory,  and 
threw  him  ten  feet  beyond,  knocking  the  breath  out  of  him 
for  the  moment. 

“Hold  on,  major,”  cried  Bird,  “and  I  will  go  with  you  part 
of  the  way.” 

Gainey  knew  the  voice,  and  drove  his  spurs  deeper  into  his 
foam-flecked  horse. 

The  well-trained  horse  of  the  scout  carried  him  alongside 
the  Tory  officer. 

“Ha,  major!”  exclaimed  Bird,  “we’ll  have  a  settlement  here 
now,  as  we  ride  along.  Take  that!”  and  making  a  tremen¬ 
dous  sweep  with  his  sword,  he  would  have  beheaded  him  had 
he  not  dodged. 
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The  sword  flew  out  of  Third's  hand,  and  toft  him  at  the 
nu*ro\  of  tho  vengeful  Tory. 

With  a  shriek  of  demoniacal  joy.  Gainey  turned  on  him 
to  out  him  down. 

Bird  grasped  his  sword-arm  and  held  it  tip.  while  he  tried 
to  draw  his  pistol.  Their  horses  diverged,  and  pulled  them 
apart,  nearly  throwing  the  scout  to  the  ground. 

Gainey  put  spurs  to  his  horse  again,  and  escaped,  leaving 
h;s  enemy  to  wait  for  another  time  to  wreak  his  vengeance 
on  him. 

The  defeat  of  the  Tories  was  complete,  a  goodly  number 
being  captured,  and  many  slain.  The  Swamp  Fox  sent  for 
Bird,  and  thanked  him  for  his  promptness  in  sending  Benton 
with  the  news  of  Gainey’s  movement. 

But  Baxter’s  charge,  single-handed  on  the  entire  Tory  force 
created  the  most  profound  admiration  among  the  patriots. 
Baxer  really  did  not  intend  to  do  the  daring  act,  but 
merely  sought  to  join  his  own  men.  The  first  thing  he  knew 
he  was  in  the  midst  of  the  enemy,  so  he  could  not  do  other¬ 
wise  than  fight. 

When  the  news  of  his  daring  was  carried  to  Jessie  Allan 
she  was  prouder  than  ever  of  her  huge  lover,  and  resolved  to 
make  herself  worthy  of  her  hero. 

The  battle  took  place  within  a  couple  of  miles  of  Marion’s 
temporary  camp  in  the  swamps  of  the  Pedee,  and  in  less 
than  two  hours  he  was  back  again  with  his  prisoners. 

Baxter  and  Bird  slept  together  under  a  cypress  tree  in  the 
camp  that  night — or  morning,  rather — and  did  not  open  their 
eyes  till  high  noon. 

Making  a  breakfast  off  of  potatoes,  the  scout  lounged  about 
the  camp  all  the  afternoon,  inquiring  among  the  prisoners  for 
one  Burrell  who  was  among  the  Tories. 

Several  tola  him  that  he  wras  with  Gainey’s  command,  but 
had  escaped,  going  back  whence  they  came  dring  the  at¬ 
tack. 

After  this  information  he  mounted  his  horse  and  plunged 
into  the  dark  waters  of  the  swamp,  and  made  his  way  to  the 
mainland. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

two  British  officers  captured. 

Booking  carefully  around,  Bird  ascertained  that  he  was  only 
about  seven  miles  from  Marion’s  camp,  and  conceived  the 
idea  of  leading  the  purstiers  into  the  very  camp,  trusting 
to  Iris  ability  to  signal  to  the  other  scouts  what/he  was  doing, 
in  time  to  enable  the  patriots  to  ambush  them. 

The  resolve  was  no  sooner  made  thaA  he  proceeded  to  ex¬ 
ecute  it  He  let  them  come  so  near  to  him  that  they  yelled 
with  triumph,  thinking  his  horse  was  giving  out.  But  he 
would  make  a  spurt  and  dash  away  towards  the  swamp,  they 
following  him  like  bloodhounds  on  a  fresh  trail. 

To  see  if  he  would  follow  him  in  swramp  as  well  as 
woods  he  plunged  into  several  little  swamps,  and  pushed 
through  as  fast  as  he  could.  The  British  captain  had  orders 
to  catch  and  kill  him  at  all  hazards,  anj  he  blindly  tried 


Watching  an  opportunity  they  found  that  two  British  offi¬ 
cers  had  quartered  themselves  in  the  house  of  a  Tory  family 
at  a  place  where  they  encamped  for  the  night.  They  re¬ 
solved  to  effect  their  capture  if  possible. 

The  house  stood  just  outside  the  lines,  though  no  lines 
were  strictly  drawn,  being  a  marching  camp,  and  no  enemy 
in  the  vicinity. 

Securing  two  British  uniforms,  which  they  did  by  strip¬ 
ping  two  dead  Britons,  they  boldly  marched  op  to  the  honsa 
and  knocked  at  the  door. 

Tho  Tory  came  to  the  window,  and  asked: 

“Who  is  there?’’ 

“A  messenger  from  Lord  Rawdon  to  the  officers  in  this 
house,”  replied  Bird. 

The  Tory  looked  again,  and  saw  two  British  soldiers,  as  he 
supposed,  standing  before  the  door,  and  therefore  hastened  to 
open  it. 

“Please  show  me  to  their  room,”  said  the  scout. 

“I  will  first  toll  them  you  are  here,”  said  the  host. 

“Very  well.  Be  quick  about  it” 

The  Tory  immediately  awoke  the  sleeping  officers,  and  told 
them  that  a  messenger  from  Lord  Rawdon  was  downstairs. 

“Send  him  up  here,  then.” 

He  came  out  and  led  the  two  daring  scouts  upstairs  Into 
the  room  where  the  two  officers  were  lying  in  bed. 

McDonald  closed  the  door  and  locked  it  as  he  entered. 

“Give  me  the  note,”  said  the  officer,  extending  his  hand 
toward  Bird. 

“Here  it  is,”  he  replied,  presenting  a  cocked  pistol  at  the 
head  of  each.  “Get  up  and  follow  me  at  once!” 

“What  in  blazes  do  you  mean?”  exclaimed  the  dumfounded 
officer. 

“Well,  I  mean  to  blow  your  brains  out  if  you  don’t  do  as  I 
say  without  asking  any  more  questions.” 

Their  .pistols  were  lying  on  a  table,  as  were  their  swords. 

McDonald  secured  them.  The  host  was  too  much  frighten¬ 
ed  to  either  move  or  speak. 

“Get  up,  I  say!”  ordered  the  scout. 

The  officers  eyed  them  closely.  The  chances  of  escape 
were  small.  They  were  not  cowards,  but  their  opponents 
were  stalwart,  daring  men,  whose  faces  told  but  too  plainly 
that  trifling  was  dangerous. 

“Can  we  dress  ourselves?’’ 

“Yes — quickly.” 

They  both  arose  and  proceeded  to  dress  themselves. 

“Any  resistance  will  bring  instant  death  upon  you!**  said 
Bird,  watching  their  movements  closely. 

"Are  you  rebels?”  one  asked. 

“No!”  was  the  blunt  reply  of  McDonald. 

“What  does  this  outrage  mean,  then?” 

“You  will  know  in  time.  Are  you  ready  to  go?” 

“Yes.” 

Bird  took  the  arm  of  one  and  McDonald  the  other,  and 
marched  them  downstairs  and  out  of  the  house. 
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to  do  so. 

“Will  you  give  me  quarter  if  T  surrender?”  cried  Eird,  just 

ahead  of  them  in  the  swamp. 

This  assured  the  pursuers  that  he  was  nearly  fagged  out, 
and  would  soon  fall  into  their  hands. 

“No!”  yelled  the  Briton.  “Push  on,  men,  and  kill  rhe 


rebel!” 

He  led  the  wav  direct  to  the  swamp  in  which  the  Swamp 
Fox  and  his  men  were  encamped.  P?e  reached  it  in  two 
hours,  giving  signal  after  signal  as  he  plunged  in. 

McDonald,  the  sergeant  and  scout,  responded,  and  m  a  few 
minutes  came  in  sight  of  the  hunted  scout. 

“For  God’s  sake  go  back  and  set  the  men  ready.  cried 
Bird  Just  loud  enough  to  let  the  sergeant  hear.  “I  am  lead¬ 
ing  a  company  of  redcoats  into  this  swamp.” 

Th*  sergeant  listened  a  moment  to  the  noise  of  the  pursuit, 
and  then  hastened  to  inform  General  Marion  of  the  situation. 

The  Swamp  Fox  quietly  issued  his  orders,  and  in  ten  min¬ 
utes  the  patriots  were  in  readiness  for  the  appearance  of 


the  pursuers. 

Bird  and  McDonald  went  out  together  to  do  more  scout¬ 
ing  and  to  call  the  patriots  to  arms.  They  hu*ig  on  the  out¬ 
skirts  of  the  British  army  like  vultures,  striking  here  and 

there  whenever  a  chance  presented  itself. 


THE  SCOUT  DELUDES  THE  TORIES. 

When  the  two  scouts  led  the  two  British  officers  out  of 
the  house  they  asked  the  Tory  host  where  their  horses  were. 

“In  the  stable,’’  he  replied. 

“Bring  them  out  at  once,”  ordered  Bird,  “and  you  have 
just  five  minutes  in  which  to  do  it.” 

The  Tory  had  seen  enough  of  the  two  men  to  know  that 
they  would  stand  no  trifling.  In  loss  than  five  minutes  he 
had  the  two  horses  before  the  door  ready  for  their  owners. 

Sergeant  McDonald  produced  a  bunch  of  strong  cord  with 
which  he  proceeded  to  tie  the  two  officers  to  their  horses. 

“What  does  this  mean?  Why  this  indignity?”  one  of  them 
asked,  turning  to  Bird. 

“They  are  our  orders.  We  are  charged  to  bind  yon  secure¬ 
ly  and  carry  you  to  headquarters,”  was  the  reply,  “and  I  hope 
you  will  say  we  did  our  duty.” 

“Certainly,  if  such  are  your  orders.  But  I  cannot  under¬ 
stand  it  all.  There  must  be  some  mistake.” 

“I  am  certainly  not  mistaken  in  my  orders,”  said  Bird,  posi¬ 
tively. 

When  both  were  securely  tied  to  their  horses  Bird  and 
McDonald  each  mounted,  and  leading  the  two  captives,  started 
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off  in  an  opposite  direction  from  that  of  the  British  camp. 

"You  are  not  taking  us  to  headquarters!’’  said  one  of  the 
captives. 

"I  hope  you  will  not  trouble  us  about  our  duty,'*  replied 
Bird,  mysteriously.  "You  will  say  we  have  done  well  before 
morning." 

They  said  no  more,  ancf  ere  long  the  two  scouts  had.  them 
miles  away  from  the  vicinity  of  the  British  army. 

As  they  rode  along  the  two  scouts  took  off  the  British  uni¬ 
forms  they  wore  and  appeared  in  true  character. 

The  surprise  of  the  two  officers  was  indescribable. 

"Why,  you  must  be  rebels!”  one  of  them  exclaimed. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it,"  said  Bird,  smiling.  "We  are  soldiers, 
good  and  true." 

"What  command  do  you  belong  to?*’  the  other  one  asked. 

"General  Marion’s  command,"  replied  McDonald,  "and  there 
Isn’t  a  rebel  in  it — eh,  Bird  ?” 

"Not  one,"  assented  the  scout. 

The  two  captives  groaned.  One  swore  like  a  trooper. 

"Ten  thousand  curses  be  on  your  heads,  you  blasted  trait- 
ors!’’  he  cried,  beside  himself  with  rage. 

"Easy,  my  good  fellow,"  said  the  sergeant,  "or  I’ll  cut  a 
switch,  draw  your  shirt,  and  give  you  a  good  horsewhipping. 
If  you  are  not  manly  enough  to  recognize  our  skill  and 
bravery  in  this  little  job,  we  are  just  the  men  who  won’t  take 
any  sass  from  you." 

"Who  are  you,  anyhow?"  the  fuming  captain  asked. 

"I  am  Sergeant  McDonald." 

"And  you?”  turning  to  Bird. 

"I  am  Bird,  the  scout.” 

"We  have  heard  of  you  often." 

"It  is  of  no  fault  of  ours  of  you  have  not,"  said  Bird  smil¬ 
ing.  "We  have  tried  to  make  you  remember  us.” 

"You  have  succeeded  well  tonight" 

“I  really  think  we  have,"  assented  Bird,  "Glad  to  hear  you 
say  so,  too." 

"Now.  how  much  gold  will  buy  our  freedom?" 

Bird  never  looked  at  him.  The  offer  made  no  impression 
on  his  mind. 

"That  is  a  question  for  the  Swamp  Fox  to  decide,"  he  an¬ 
swered.  "As  he  hasn’t  a  dollar  in  the  world,  he  will  prob¬ 
ably  let  you  off  cheap.” 

"But  maybe  you  can  make  more  by  deciding  for  yourself," 
persisted  the  officer.  "We  have  enough  with  us  to  make  you 
comfortable  for  a  long  time.  Take  it,  and  let  us  go  back  to 
our  command." 

Bird  smiled  contemptuously. 

"I  will  take  your  money  and  hand  it  over  to  General  Marion 
to  buy  food  for  his  hungry  men  with,”  he  said.  "A  true  Bri¬ 
ton,  under  the  circumstances,  would  take  the  gold,  murder 
the  prisoner,  and  say  nothing  about  it." 

The  officer  said  nothing  for  some  time,  and  the  two  scouts 
led  hem  further  and  further  from  the  invading  army. 

Finally  one  said: 

"Name  your  price  for  our  pansom  and  It  shall  be  paid  be¬ 
fore  sunrise." 

Do  you  mean  it?”  Bird  quickly  asked,  coming  to  a  sudden 
halt, 

"Yes;  every’  word  of  it" 

"I’ll  do  it." 

"Good!”  exclaimed  the  delighted  officer.  "Name  your 
price  and  conduct  us  to  the  camp!" 

M.v  price  is  this,’’  replied  patriot.  "I  will  release  you  on 
condition  that  the  British  army  at  once  leave  the  State  of 
Carolina  and  never  set  foot  in  it  again." 

‘  Impossible — impossible!"  exclaimed  both  prisoners,  in  a 
“Lord  Cornwallis  would  never  consent  to  that." 

•Then  a  million  pounds  sterling  cannot  buy  your  freedom," 
said  Bird.  "So  shut  up  and  say  no  more,  about  it." 

h-sr.vy  hearts  the  two  prisoners  silently  kept  their 
saddles,  and  permitted  the  two  incorruptible  scouts  to  lead 
them  away  toward  the  swamp. 

Soon  the  sgnals  of  tho  scouts  were  heard  in  the  swamp 
and  the  sergeant  returned  them.  They  plunged  in  and  made 
their  way  to  where  the  patriot  camp  was  hidden. 

Their  coming  was  hailed  with  delight  by  those  there,  and 
when  they  delivered  up  the  prisoners  to  Colonel  Horry  and 
told  their  story,  they  were  congratulated  on  every  side. 
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The  important  news  they  brought  concerning  the  move  of 
Cornwallis  caused  the  Swamp  Fox  to  push  on  further  up  the 
Santee  river,  watching  eagerly  for  chances  of  pouncing  upon  • 
and  cutting  off  small  parties  of  the  enemy. 

His  trained  scouts  were  the  eyes  of  the  army.  Through 
them  he  saw  what  was  going  on  around  him.  They  never 
caught  him  napping.  His  scouts  never  slept  all  at  one  time, 
hence  there  was  a  ceaseless  vigil. 

As  Cornwallis  advanced  to  meet  Gates  on  the  bloody  field 
at  Camden,  the  Tories  flocked  to  his  standard  in  small  par¬ 
ties.  These  the  vigilant  Swamp  Fox,  through  his  sleepl-ess 
scouts  would  watch  and  often  crush  before  they  could  con¬ 
summate  their  treason. 

Bird  and  Sergeant  McDonald  would  frequently  carry  with 
them  each  a  uniform  of  a  British  officer,  by  means  of  which 
they  wore  enabled  to  woefully  deceive  the  Tories. 

One  night  they  espied  a  small  body  of  Tories,  some  thirty 
odd  all  told,  encamped  in  a  body  to  join  the  British  army  in 
its  march  on  Camden. 

They  crept  near  enough  to  see  the  camp,  protected  by  the 
darkness  and  the  bushes,  and  to  hear  what  was  being  said, 
about  their  purposes.  Then  going  back  to  their  homes  they 
rigged  themselves  out  in  their  British  uniforms.  Mounting 
again,  they  boldly  rode  into  the  camp,  to  the  grekt  joy  of  the 
Tories,  and  asked: 

"Are  you  king’s  men?” 

"Yes,”  they  shouted.  "Long  live  the  king." 

‘That’s  good,"  said  Bird.  ‘.I  heard  you  had  gathered  here,  < 
and  came  to  see  for  myself.  You  have  no.  regular  organiza¬ 
tion,  I  see." 

"No,"  said  a  tall  heavy-bearded  man.  "They  have  chosen 
me  as  their  leader  till  we  are  assigned.  Who  are  you,  if  I  may 
ask  ?" 

"I  am  Colonel  Percy  Howard,"  replied  Bird,  "and  this  is 
Major  McDonald,  of  my  regiment.” 

The  men  doffed  their  hats  and  McDonald  made  a  profound 
bow  from  the  saddle. 

"I  want  more  men,"  said  the  scout,  "to  help  me  push 
Marion  out  of  the  swamps  below.  We  have  1,000  men  below, 
concealed  in  the  swamp,  with  arms  for  1,000  more.  Thirty 
days  will  be  sufficient  for  the  job,  after  which  there  will  be 
no  more  Swamp  Fox  to  annoy  and  harass  loyal  citizens.  Will 
you  go  -with  us?" 

"Yes,”  they  all  responded  with  a  shout. 

"Are  you  ready  to  go  to-night?" 

"Yes,  yes!’’ 

"Then  get  ready  and  follow  me." 

The  Tories  joyfully  gathered  up  their  camping  articles  and 
prepared  to  march  away. 

"Sergeant,"  whispered  Bird,  "go  back  and  tell  Col.  Horry  • 
that  we  are  coming." 

The  sergeant  slipped  away  and  carried  the  news  to  the  gal-' 
lant  patriots  in  the  Santee  Swamp. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  SWAMP  GOAT. 

The  scout  led  the  deluded  Tories  straight  for  Horry’s  lair 
in  the  great  swamp  on  the  Santee  below  Nelson’s  Ferry.  Ser¬ 
geant  McDonald  ha.d  posted  the  patriots,  and  they  were  nra- 
pared  to  receive  them.  ^ 

On  entering  the  swamp,  Bird  gave  a  signal  which  the  ser¬ 
geant  answered,  and  then  they  pushed  on  through  the  dark¬ 
ness.  The  scout,  in  order  that  none  might  be  lost  carried 

?hr^app^r 1  hand- wh,c"  * 

rf,f„rXW°ryS  were7  SZZSSSl 
by  three  hundred  Whigs  ere  they  e»e„  suspected  danger 
Ha,  ha  ha!  roared  the  delighted  Whigs,  as  the  captives 
stared  With  consternation  at  their  cap, or.,.  ■'That  was 

"Hurrah  for  Bird!" 

"Hurrah  for  the  scouts!” 

"Hurrah  for  the  Swamp  Fox!” 

Liberty  and  Washington  forever,  and  down  win,  t — 
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“You  are  Whips!**  gasped  tho  Tory  leader,  looking  at  Bird. 
“Ye*,  of  course  I  am.  I  am  one  of  the  scouts  of  the 
Santee.** 

“Are  you  Bird?” 

“Yes,  and  the  major  there  is  Sergeant  McDonald.” 

“Well,  look  out  for  yourself  after  this,”  and  the  deceived 
Tory*  gritted  his  teeth  with  pent-up  rage. 

“Of  course,  I  will  look  out.”  said  Bird,  laughing.  “I  am 
on  the  lookout  all  tho  time.  But  if  I  ever  catch  you  the 
second  time  1  will  hang  you  as  sure  as  fate.” 

“What  for?" 

“Because  of  your  warning  to  me  to  look  out,”  was  the  reply. 
“Give  him  satisfaction  now.  Bird.”  suggested  McDonald. 

“Of  course,  if  he  wants  it.” 

“I  do  want  it,”  said  the  man,  his  chagrin  at  having  been 
blindly  let  into  the  camp  of  the  patriots  without  having  fire,! 
a  shot  being  more  than  he  could  bear. 

“Captain  Singleton,”  called  out  the  scout,  ‘‘is  your  Swamp 
Goat  in  the  camp?” 

“Yes.”  said  the  young  captain. 

"How  do  you  want  to  fight?”  Bird  asked  of  the  exaspreatwl 

Tor;-. 

“Any  way  y«y«  please,”  lie  replied. 

"Oh,  not  as  I  please,  for  I  wouldn't  dirty  my  hands  with 
such  despicable  creatures  as  you.  We  keep  a  Swamp  Goat  '  o 
amuse  such  belligerent  chaps  as  you.  Come,  here,  Pomp.” 

The  big  black  negro  stepped  forward  with  a  broad  grin  on 
his  good-natured  ebony  face. 

“Here  is  a  man — a  Tory — who  is  mad  because  wc  took  him 
in  without  giving  him  a  chance  to  fight.  He  thinks  it  wasn't 
fair,  and  wants  to  fight  anyhow.” 

JPornp  grinned  from  ear  to  ear. 

“You  can  be  free  to  go  where  you  please,”  said  Bird  to  the 
Tory,  "if  you  can  get  away  from  this  negro,  or  whip  him  in  a 
fair  fight.” 

The  Tory  looked  disgusted  and*  turned  away  without  mak¬ 
ing  any  reply. 

Pomp  went  up  to  him  and  grinned  right  in  his  face. 

Quick  as  a  flash  he  aimed  a  blow  at  Pomp’s  head;  but 
Pomp  ducked,  and  planted  his  head  against  his  stomach,  and 
sent  him  rolling  clear  over  a  camp-fire,  in  which  two  or 
three  bushels  of  potatoes  were  roasting. 

"Goodness  gracious!"  ejaculated  Pomp,  "sabe  dem  ta.ters!” 
And  seizing  him  by  the  heels,  he  dragged  him  out  before 
his  clothes  were  more  than  scorched. 

The  Tory  was  the  worst-whipped  man  ever  seen  from  that 
one  blow*,  and  would  not  make  another  effort  for  freedom. 
"Mus’  I  butt  ’em  ag'in.  Massa  Bird?”  Pomp  asked. 

“No.  I  reckon  he  ik  satisfied.”  the  scout  answered,  and  so 
he  was. 

lie  didn't  want  any  more  dealings  with  the  Swamp  Goat. 
The  scouts  then  proceeded  to  help  themselves  to  the  po¬ 
tatoes  in  the  hot  ashes,  while  Colonel  Horry  had  the  Tories 
placed  under  a  strong  guard. 

All  through  the  night  muttered  curses  were  heard  coming 
from  the  prisoners’  quarters,  and  now*  and  then  a  party  of 
Whigs  would  bust  into  a  roar  of  laughter  over  the  cute  dodge 
of  Bird  and  McDonald,  by  which  they  had  marched  the  Tories 
into  captivity. 

The  scouts,  keeping  posted  as  to  things  transpiring  up  the 
river,  soon  heard  of  another  gathering  of  Tories  still  further 
up  toward  the  Hills  of  Santee,  and  resolved  to  try  the  same 
game  on  them  ere  the  news  of  the  dodge  put  tho  Tories  on 
their  guard. 

He  apd  Sergeant  McDonald  started  out  some  time  before 
sunset  in  order  to  roach  the  place  in  time  to  catch  the  men 
busy  in  the  camp,  when  they  would  be  talking  freely  to  each 
other. 

They  found  the  camp  after  a  long  search.  There  were 
nearly  seventy  Torries  there.  They  had  elected  a  captain  and 
other  company  officers,  and  were  only  waiting  to  receive 
thirty  men,  who  were  expected  in  another  day  or  two,  be¬ 
fore  marching  to  join  Cornwallis. 

Leaving  their  horses  a  little  way  off  in  the  woods,  they 
crept  close,  up  to  the  camp,  and  listened  to  the  conversation  of 
the  men.  until  they  heard  enough  to  warrant  them  in  making 
the  venture. 

Going  back  to  their  horses,  they  put  on  their  redcoat  uni¬ 
forms.  and  vaulted  into  the  saddle.  Riding  through  the 
wood,  they  struck  the  road  a  half  mile  below,  and  then 
struck  into  a  fast  trot,  as  if  to  go  by  the  camp. 


Of  course,  the  patrol  down  by  the  roadside  promptly  halted 

them. 

“Arc  you  rebels?”  Bird  cxlaimed  laj’ing  his  hand  menac¬ 
ingly  on  a  piso]  in  the  holster  before  him. 

"No,”  cried  the  Tories  in  chorus.  "We  arc  loyal  king’s 
men!” 

"Good — good!”  cried  Bird,  with  well-feigned  interest  "I 
was  apprehensive  of  a  fight  against  great  odds.  T  am  looking 
for  some  of  the  king’s  friends  in  rhis  neighborhood.” 

‘‘You  have  found  them,”  said  the  guard,  “there’s  nearly  a 
hundred  of  us  back  here  in  the  woods.” 

"I  low  fortunate!  We  need  not  go  any  further  to-night, 

then,  major!” 

"No,”  said  the  supposed  major.  “We  can  accomplish  our 
object  right  here.” 

"Take  us  to  your  leader,"  said  Bird,  "and  I’ll  have  a  talk 
with  him.  This  is,  indeed,  a  fortunate  meeting.” 

They  were  led  into  the  woods,  and  the  next  minute  were 
surrounded  by  the  entire  band  of  Tories. 

I  am  Colonel  Percy  Howard,”  said  Bird,  as  he  took  tho 
Tory  captain’s  hand  in  his  "and  this  is  Major  McDonald,  of 
my  regiment.” 

The  overjoyed  Tories  received  them  without  suspicion,  and 
they  proceeded  to  tell  wonderful  stories  of  the  progress  of 
Cornwallis  was  making  through  the  country. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

MEETING  TORY  SCOUTS. 

"His  lordship  has  sent  us  to  sweep  through  this  Santee 
swamp  section,”  said  Bird,  to  the  listening  Tories,  "and  to 
crush  out  the  Swamp  Fox.  I  have  one  thousand  trained  sol¬ 
diers,  and  arms  for  a  thousand  more.  Thirty  days  will  be 
sufficient  to  either  crush  him  or  drive  him  from  the  Carolinas. 
Give  me  men  to  handle  the  other  thousand  arms,  and  the  thing 
is  done.” 

"Here  we  are,’  ’said  the  captain,  "nearly  eighty  strong.  We 
axe  willing  to  help  you  In  the  work.” 

“Ah,  that’s  the  kind  of  talk  I  like  to  hear!  I’ll  report  your 
words  to  his  lordship.  True  loyalty  is  very  scarce  in  this 
rebellious  country.” 

The  upshot  was  the  marching  of  the  Tories  before  mid¬ 
night.  They  were  led  to  believe  that  the  British  regiment  was 
concealed  in  a  swamp  below  Nelson’s  Ferry,  quietly  waiting 
for  the  friends  of  the  king  to  assemble  there  and  help  in  the 
task  of  driving  the  Swamp  Fox  from  the  Carolinas. 

McDonald  had  slipped  away,  putting  his  h"rse  to  the  top 
of  his  speed  to  reach  the  camp  of  the  patriots  in  time  to 
post  them  about  the  success  of  the  game. 

Bird  was  riding  at  their  head,  conversing  with  the  Tory 
captain,  getting  all  the  information  he  could  in  reference  to 
the  Tories  in  that  section,  when  he  was  startled  by  the  clear 
note  of  a  British  cavalry  bugle  ahead  of  them. 

“Halt!”  he  commanded.  “I  would  know  that  bugle  among 
a,  thousand.  Sumter  and  his  men  are  there.  To  fight  him 
now  would  reveal  our  presence  and  spoil  some  deep-laid  plans 
of  the  commander-in-chief.  Arc  you  willing  to  follow  me, 
men  ?” 

"Yes,  to  the  death!”  they  responded. 

"Then  forward!”  and  he  plunged  into  the  woods  on  his  left. 

“But  T  think  you  are  mistaken,  colonel.”  said  the  Tory 
captain,  hesitatingly.  "That  sounds  very  much  like  Tarelton’s 
bugle. 

"Do  you  think  I  don’t  know  Tarleton’s  bugle?”  said  Bird, 
sternly.  “I  tell  you  it’s  Sumter,  with  six  hundred  rebels  at 
his  back — forward  ’”  t 

The  Tories  followed  him  blindly  info  the  depths  of  the 
forest,  and  the  clear  notes  of  the  bugle  sounded  further 
away. 

But  several  of  the  rear  end  of  the  party  wore  slow  in 
getting  into  the  woods,  and  therefore  caught  sight  of  the 
brilliant  uniform  of  Tarletou’s  cavakv. 

"They  are  British  soldiers!”  they  cried.  "Tarleton — Tarle- 
ton!”  and  tried  to  recall  their  comrades 

But  the  excitement  and  confusion  was  so  groat  they  did 
not  hear.  The  others  hastened  to  meet  the  troopers,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  had  told  their  tale  to  a  subordinate  officer, 
who  at  once  carried  them  into  the  presence  of  Tarelton  him¬ 
self. 

That  wily  officer  at  length  grew  suspicious.  He  knew 
that  Colonel  Percy  Howard  was  with  Cornwallis,  and,  there¬ 
fore  could  not  be  there  with  these  Tories. 

He  halted  his  command  and  sent  out  a  company  of  eighty 
troopers  to  overtake  the  flying  Tories.  This  was  what  tho 
scout  apprehended. 

The  young  officer  in  command  gave  chase  with  all  the 
speed  that  was  in  their  horses,  and  struck  the  rear  of  tho  ro- 
treating  party  after  they  had  gone  about  fivo  miles. 


IB 


VlVCK  AND  tXGt, 


rrh 


ere  wa? 


ro  U3«  keeping  ’.ip  'he  delusion  any  longer.'  after  the  two  retreating  Tories.  ‘  I  don't  care  to  follow  them, 

- and  run  into  hornet’s  nest.” 

"Nor  said'  McDonald,  "That  fellow’s  bullet  scorched 
my  ear.” 

‘  W ••  had  better  get  away  from  here  at  once,”  suggested  Ben- 


The  gay  uniform  of  the  troopers  settled  the  question.  The 
entire  band  stopped  and  m  i  few  minutes  they  were  all  to¬ 
gether,  laughing  heartily  over  the  mistake. 

But  where  is  t’oionci  Howard?”  the  young  British  captain 

f»r1  7 

,,  ,  .  ;  .  .  ,  ton,  "or  we'll  have  our  hands  full  of  Tories.” 

eeen  J  tjr  ud  u  '  (:or  bim.Jbut  he  was  nowhere  to  be;  "Come  on  then — this  way,”  replied  Bird,  turning  and  plung- 
G;  ,  ,  r.  |  into  the  woods,  followed  by  his  two  companions,  leaving 

rev  '  .  •  ,  ,  the  wounded  Tory  to  be  taken  care  of  by  his  comrades. 

v  t  „•  .  !  They  did  not  get  away  any  too  soon,  for  in  less  tlian 

_  .  ‘ .  ' l".  l,  °^K' r>  ‘Y  length,  that  man  is  a  j  half  hour  a  squadron  of  British  horse  came  d  ishing  up 

S.ir1?'!'  -  toward  is  at  this  moment  with  the  com- ;  guided  by  the  two  scouts  who  had  made  their  escape. 

•< l .. f r, iVv.- n . i r>* t '» •  „  r,,fj  tv,,.  T,rv  ,  "Which  way  did  they  go?”  the  commanding  officer  d  of 

asped  the  Tpry  captain.  the  wounded  Tory  scout. 

how  tan  }  ou  explain  vhis  tiling,  then,  the  young  cavalry  ...  ,  ,  ... 

officer  ashed.  “  h  '  Into  the  woods  there,”  he  said,  pointing  in  the  direction 

"I — I — -don't  know,"  he  faltered.  they  had  gone.  "Quickly  after  them,  and  you  can  catch 

“Of  course  you  don’t.  Do  you  suppose  Colonel  Howard  t  ,,  ,  .  , 

would  leav<  his  regiment  and  go  scouting  alone  fifteen  or  •'spread  oik  into  'he  woods,  men;  cried  the  cu.iiimandif.nt. 
twenty  miles  frcih  his  camp?  Ho  would  be  cashiered  and  dis-  “Seai!cJ»  every  thicket  and  hang  them  as  soon  as  you  catch 
missed  from  the  service.”  ‘  (them!” 

The  Tories  accompanied  the  young  officer  back  to  Tarle-  j  The  entire  command  deployed  into  the  woods,  and  swept 
ton’s  camp,  and  the  old  scout  hastened  to  return  to  Horry’s  through  it  like  an  avalanche. 

command  to  report  the  presence  of  Tarleton  on  the  Sain  tee.  The  scouts  heard  them  coming  and  made  desperate  efforts 

When  he  , reached  the.  patriot  camp  he  found  the  whole!  to  keep  out  of  their  way.  Turning  to  the  right,  they  swept 
force  drawn  up  to  pounce  upon  the  Tories  McDonald  had  re-  |  across  the  country  in  the  direction  of  a  swamp, 
ported  as  coming  with  him.  .  The  Tory  scouts  were  good  trailers,  and  soon  had  the 

"Where's  your  game?”  McDonald  asked,  when  he  saw  the  !  command  on  their  trail.  __ 

But  when  they  came  to  a  big  swamp  and  saw  where  t.he 
.trio's  had  plunged  boldly  into  it,  the  British  commander 


in 


*  vi  i,  ii  vvv  1 1  »v  »»  »v*  •  •  y  uwu  .jvv  it  H.TT-  id  |,UO 

patriots  had  plunged  boldly  into  it,,  the  British  commander 
shook  his  head,  and  called  a  halt, 

“They  are  trying  to  lead  us  into  a  trap,”  he  said.  "There  is 
a  deadly  ambush  in  there  somewhere.  I  won’t  suffer  my  men 
to  be  slaughtered  in  such  a  game  as  that,”  and  he  called  his 
men  away  and  went  back  to  the  road  again  to  bury  his  two 
dead  scouts  and  take  care  of  the  wounded  one. 

Bird  and  his  two  comrades  made  their  way  out  of  the 
swamp  on  the  other  side  in  perfect  good  humor  over  the  ad- 
|  venture. 

But  they  did  not  propose  staying  on  that  side  very  long. 


old  scout  come  in  alone. 

‘T  carr.e  near  being  made  the  game  myself,”  he  replied,  at 
Which  Colonel  Horry  and  liis  men  burst  out  laughing. 

"What’s  the  matter.  Bird?”  the  colonel  asked. 

•  "I  met  Tarleton.  and  skipped,”  replied  Bird. 

"What!  Tarleton  up  this  way!”  cried  Colonel  Horry 

evident  surprise. 

“Yes,  and  with  a  strong  force."  / 

‘‘What  time  did  you  meet  him?” 

"After  midnight.” 

■  i  "And  he  was  on  the  march?” 

"Yes  ” 

Oolrfnel  tfftriv  out  xney  uia  not  propose  staying  on  that  side 

Sant^eon^  one  f  the  oM  I  They  wanted  to  know  what  force  the  enemy  had,  who  corn- 

to  inform  MnTft  ll*m  11  ln  **?ich  General  manded  them,  and  what  their  destination  was.  To  do  this 

The  scouts  sprat  he  ret-  a  Km  a!^nfgSiahd  day  resHng  r*y  pu,8hed  ?°F”ard  along  the ’edge  of  the  swamp  for  about 
and  getting  the  *le-P  they  so  -ntuU  ^el^ The^rS  oth%^  S  wV  “  *  **%*  b0ld,'Nin  , crossed  over  to  the 
activity  prevailed  in  the  pm  riot  camp,  however,  as  other  —»  -L  ... J  i 

scouts  (tamo  in  to  report  the  movements  ol’  Tarleton  i?  Kntl8h  (,1«  not  suspect  that  move  on  their  part,  or  they 

It  seenv  that  Tarleton  was  looking  for  the  Swamp  Fox  wou  a  havc  provided  for  their  capture  by  sending  out  partied 
with  th"  determination  of  crushing  him  with  one  decisive  '  ^° 30 r  tbern‘  t>ne  the  other  hand  they  pushed  to  a  large 

blow.  His  scouts  were  going  in.  every  direction  in  search  i  spJ£riS»  where  they  concluded  to  encamp  for  the  night, 

of  information  as  to  Marion's  whereabouts.  |  Th®  scouts  discovered  this  camp  almost  as, soon  as  it  was 

Two  days  later.  Bird,  Benton,  and  McDonald  were  out  on  i^Se’  ,aIJd  at  on«e.  sen.t  °nt‘  of  rheir  number  back  to  inform 
the  road  scouting,  when  they  met  five  Tory  scouts  who  won-  °  onel  Horry  ot  its  exact  location’. 

working  for  Tarleton,  ,  '  1  Benton  was  the  messenger,  and  he  rode  like  the  wind. 

•  One  of  them  knew  Benton  by  sight,  and  at/onee  whispered  Fortune  wds  propitious'  that  night. 

his  suspicions  to  his  companions.  Bird  saw.  the  whisper,  and'  .  The  '  brave  scout  ran  into  the  scouts  of  the  indomitable 
said  to  the  sergeant:  "  Swamp  Fox  himself,  who  was  on  a  move  to  strike  a  band  of 

••r — i.  ,i - -  .  Tories  beyond  the  Santee. 


"Book  out — danger." 


That  was  enough.  I'he  three  scouts  were  on  their  guard.  ;  ^ 

‘Where  are  you  from,  gentlemen?”  one  of  the  Tories  asked  j 


They  knew  him  and  caxricd  him  into  the  presence  o?  Mar- 

it 


«*  they  met  face  to  face  in  the  road. 


*  ■  -  ^  1  U  11  V  1  l.’M'U  i  |  . 

"We  are  from  home.”  replied  Bird,  "Where  are  you  from?”  :  th?  prave  Patriots. 

♦I  A  *L  ,  . .  .  u  i  r  /C  ^  v  in  \  i*,  „  . ..  ^ 


I  “General,  fortune  favors  our  country  to-night!”  exclaimed 


.  v  , ,  1  ’  u&"  ^  v  u  VJ  U  -I  v  .1.  • 

Above,  was  the  sententious  reply.  "Where  do  you  live?” 

"Above  in  spots,”  answered  Bird.  "Where  is  your  palace?” 

•‘Ha.,  ha,  ha.  ’  laughed  hearty  McDonald,  "that’s  pretty  good 
{Sparring.  Why  not  tell  the  truth  and  shake  hands  if  we  are 
friends,  and  fight  if  we  are  enemies.” 

The  Tories'  placed  their  hands  on  their  pistols,  and  the 
ecoutf;  did  likewise.  They  glared  like  wild  beasts  ready  to 
spring  at  each  others’  thr  oats. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

/  .  terrible  execution. 

The  eight  men  glared  fiercely  at  each  other  for  nearly 
minutes,  when  suddenly  one  of,  the  Tories  exclaimed: 

Benton,  1  know  you  for  a  rebel!”  and  drew  his  pistol 'from 
®Ls  holster  with  a  sudden  jerk. 

The  pistol  caught  in  the  flap,  and  flow  out  of  his  hand,  fall¬ 
ing  to  the  ground.  Ho  instantly  sought  to  draw  the  other, 
Which  Ben  drew  and  shot  him  dead. 

Bird  end  McDonald  were  equally  quick.  Bird’s  man  fell 
«hot  thro  ugh  the  head,  and  McDonald  winged  his  so  that  he 
was  useless  da  a  combatant. 

Ihe  other  two  fired,  wheeled,  and  dashed  away  at  the  top 
of  their  horn-  .i’  speed.  Their  shots  went  wide  of  the  mark 
and  no  one  was  hurt, 

*  “WhaL  a  narrow  escapes  it  was’”  exclaimed  Bird,  as  he  gazed 


That  means  good  news  ”  said  the  general,  quietly.  "What 
is  it?  , 

A  squadron  of  British  is  encamped  at  Bailey’s  srib£'  ver  ■ 
Bred  from  chasing  us  about  all  day.” 

“Say  2'ou  so?  Whose  command  is  it?” 

"I.  know  not,  but  there  are  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  me" 
in  the  part}’.” 

“Then  w’e  will  pay  our  respects  to  them,”  said  the  Swamp 
FoX,.  and  without  letting  a  single  officer  know  of  the  change 
IrL  hjs  plans  the  wily  partisan  turned  his  face  in  the  direction 
of  Baileys  Spring  when  he  struck  the  wood  leading  in  that 
direction. 

It  was  long  past  daylight  when  they  came  in  sight  of  the 
sm.ou  dering  campfires  of  the  enemy  Bird  and  McDonald 
were  astonished  at  finding  the  Swamp  Fox  himself  in  com¬ 
mand  m  the  patriots,  and  hastened  to  give  him  all  the  in- 
had  gained  since  Burton  had  left  them. 

^t'nt.’n!’ls  ,wei?  at  their  p°sts  pacing  to  and  fro,  watch¬ 
ful  and  Vigilant.  The  daring  patriots  crept  forward  like 
specters,  waiting  for  their  leader’s  command  to  send 
foi  th  >.  shower  of  leaden  messengers  of  death 

Suddenty  the  clarion  voice  of  Marion  was  heard,  breaking 
the  death-ike  stillness  of  the  night  "6 

S°“tb  Carolina!”  and  the  next  instant  the 
souls  of  the  red-coatcd  sentinels,  with  half  a  score  of  their 
comrades  were  sent  roaming  in  the  space  of  eternity. 

da  r' ness^erS  Sprang  to  thelr  feet  an,a  glared  arotind  In  the 

,h’rAeJ, not  ovei'  ^n0^'  whence  came  the  deadlv  show** 
t  .  so  xn&ny  of  their  coi&r&des  low* 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK. 


■tsnd  with  amis  In  hand  and  wait  for1 
no  tlii  patriots.  The:'  did  not  wait  Ions'.  I  not  ask  anything  unreasonable, 
a  shining  mark,  and  the  next  volley  did  I  in  my  power  to  do  so.” 


"Mr.  Bird,”.,  said  the  Swamp  Fox,  “T  am  sure  you  would 

I  will  grunt  your  request  if 


»  under  it  in  rows — a  dozen  at  a  time  without 

returned  the  fire  like  the  trained  soldiers  they 
:>  few  patriots  who  had  not  obeyed  the  orders 
lie  down  after  firing. 


“t  came  to  ask  the  liberty  of  one  of  the  Tories  captured  to- 
|  night?” 

|  “indeed;”  and  the  general  looked  surprised,  “is  he  a  friend 
of  yours?” 


"He  is  my  bitterest  enemy,  general,”  said  Bird,  “and  wo 
that  deadly  volley  was  poured  into  the  ranks  of!  have  sworn  to  hang  each  other,  I  can't  hang  him  as  long  as 
,  ’  Hi  again  many  fell  to  rise  no  more.  It  was  i  he  is  your  prisoner.” 

h-sh  and  bU*«*d  could  stand.  A  panic  seized  them  !  “Well,”  he  can’t  hang  you,  either,  as  for  that  matter,*'  le- 
,Jk<'  »'•>  mg  oke  sheep  in  the  opposite  direction.  plied  Marion. 

ri  'd  Marten,  and  the  patriot**  arose  and  poured  j  ‘No,  I  want  him  to  have  a  fair  show.” 

The  general  laughed,  and  said! 

“Turn  him  loose,  but  don’t  let  hint  catch  you.  I  can’t  af¬ 
ford  to  lose  such  a  brave  scout,  you  know;.” 

“Thanks,  general,”  and  Bird  hurried  to  where  the  prisoners 
were  kept. 

T  .  ,  ,  -  “Come  Binum/’  he  said.  “General  Marion  has  grunted  my 

,  A!  “  'G  .  no  said.  ‘Without  them'  we  should  never1  request,  and  says  you  can  go  free.” 

;  known  of  this  incursion  of  the  enemy.”  “What!”  exclaimed  the  astonish.*, 


-amp  like  wolves  uGer  fly  a,;  sheep.  Several 
'  mi  r.  d.-oaU  were  captured:  but  the  majority 

the  swamp  a  mile  below. 


nrirc  command  was  either  destroyed  or  dispersed,  and 
mp  Fox  was  happy  over  the  result  <a?  the  night’s  work- 
mu ri try  is  indebted  to  the  Scouts  of  the  Santee  for  this 


the  heat  of  “he  .fight,  after  the  enemy  broke  and  fled,  1 
Donald  engaged  a  stalwart  redcoat  cavalryman  in  a  saber 
1.  Tim  sparks  flew  from  their  bright  tdades  as  they  met 
•ollision;  but  at  an  unlucky  moment  for  the  Briton  McDon- 
imve  him  a  slash  that  cut  his  sword  arm  completely  from 
bodv.  The  arm  and  sword  fell  to  tho  ground  together,  the 
d  still  grasping  the  weapon. 

In:  the  blood  of  the  Briton  was  up.  fie  drew  a  pistol  from 
holster  and  was  about  to  give  the  daring  sergeant  a  left- 
.ded  shoe  when  McDonald  complete!  the  work  by  cutting 
he-id  open. 


<  f  .  CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  SOUT  OCLOKS  FOR  BINUM. 

The  boody  victory  over  tho  British  horse  at  Bailee’s  Springs 
cost  tbe  Patriots  some  noble  men.  But  their  blood  was  not 
she  dm  vain.  Tho  terrible  thrashing  sent  a  -hrill  ot  fear 
through  tho  hearts  of  all  the  Tories  in  that  section. 

Among  the  prisoners  captured  were  several  Tories  Bird 
.w*-ur  among  them  arid  inquired  for  a  man  named  Burrell 
Ao  sum  mail  v.  is  there.  Two  were  found  who  knew  him. 

‘"Where  is  he?’  ’he  asked. 

‘■•Scouting  for  Turieton. 

“Where  ?” 

"I  pen  the  Santee,”  was  the  reply. 

Thc  old  scout  turned  away,  having  a  look  of  disappoint¬ 
ment  on  his  sun-  embrowned  face. 

your  name  Bird?”  a  man  among  the  prisoners  asked. 


exclaimed  tho  astonished  Tory.  “Does  he  say 

I  can  go  ?” 

“Yes,  as  a  favor  to  myself.  T  really  cannot  forego  the 
pleasure  of  hanging  you.  Book  out  for  me.  I  shall  swing  yen 
up  if  the  devil  does  not  cheat  me  of  my  dues.”1 

“Bird,  I  can  almost  forgive  you.-  T  am  rejoiced.  7  shall 
wait  for  you  up  on  the  Santee.  I.  have" a  cord  ready  for  you. 
which  I  shall  ever  after  keep  when  it  has  encircled  the  neck 
of  my  brother's  murderer.”  ■ 

‘May  tho  devil  bless  you,  and  keep  you  safe  till  l  get  my 
hands  on  you,  Bipum,”  and  the  suavity  of  the  old  scout  was 
perfectly  overwhelming.  Whig  and  Tory  alike  laughed, as  the 
two  started  together  toward  the  lines  of  the  outer  pickets. ’• , 

When  they  reached  the  lines  Bird  passed  him  and  saw  him 
disappear  in  the  darkness  arid  then  returned’ to  his  own, quar¬ 
ters  under  a  spreading  oak,  where  McDonald  and  Benton  were 
awaiting  him. 

“That  was  a  dangerous  fellow  you  turned  loose,  Bird,”  acid 
the  sergeant. 

"Yes,  but  he  won’t  be  long.” 

“Why  not?” 

“He  wil  seek  to  catch  me,  and  the  result  will  bo  bad  for 
him.” 

“You  seem  to  think  that  you  will  hang  him,”  remarked 
Benton. 

“So  I  will.  Something  seeing  to  tell  me  that  lie  ought  to 
be  hanged,  and  that  I  shall  be. Iris  hangman.  Such  presenti¬ 
ments  never  fail  to  come  true  with  me.  The  Bihums  are  a. 
bad  lot,  and  whoever  kills  one  of  them  does  Carolina  a 
service.” 

They  soon  fell  asleep  under  the  tree  and  slept  the  sleep 
of  brave  men.-  On  the  rising  of  tho  sun  they  ate  a  hearty 


the  mar  U,atS  my  uame»  110  answered,  stopping  and  facing  breakfast  of  potatoes,  roasted  in  the  ashes,  washed  down  with 

"Aly  name  is  Silos  Binum.  You  killed,  my  brother  below  ! 

XeBnn’s  Ferry  last  winter,”  said  the  man.  „ 

"Oil  yes.  I  remember.”  said  Bird,  with  a  grim  smile  on  . 


The  old  scout  eyed  the  man,  who  returned  his  gaze  un¬ 
flinchingly,  and  asked: 

"Did  you  have  any  hand  in  that  cowardly  deed  that  night?” 
“No.’  ’replied  Binum.  “But  I  will  have  a  hand  in  your 
kang.ng  some  day.  I  never  forgive.” 

“Good!  I  like  that:”  exclaimed  the  old  Santee  scout,  laugh 


water  from  the  spring. 

Th  Swamp  Fox  seldom  kept  his  scouts  in  camp.  He  kept: 
them  going  day  arid  night,  watching  the  movements  of  tho 
enemy.  Between  the  redcoats  and  the  Tories  they  were  kept 

i  early  a 
nton  Bird 
to  meet 
the  prom¬ 
ised  hanging. 

Several  days  passed,  and  at  last  Benton  heard  .that  Binum 
was  down  on  the  Pedee,  with  a  dozen  men,  swearing  that  he 
woud  never  give  up  until  he  had  caught  and  hung  Bird,  Ben¬ 
ton  and  McDonald. 

The  Tories  were  greatly  incensed  at  the  trick  the  patriot 


fnfl  good-naturedly.  “Let’s  make  a  bargain.  If  you  catch  me,  i  scouts  had  played  them  in  leading  them  into  the  camp  of 


hang  me.  If  I  catch  you,  up  you  swing.  That’ll  be  fun,  eh? 
“It  won't  be  fun  to  the  one  who  swings,  at  any  rate.” 


Horry,  when  they  were  led  to  believe  they  were  going  to  join 
the  king's  army.  The  Tories  had  heard  of  the  trick,  and  were 


“Let’s  shake  on  that  Binum,”  said  Bird  "I’d  just  likq  to  1  dreadfully  enraged  hence  Binum  had  no  difficulty  in  get¬ 
ting  a  dozen  daring  spirits  together,  pledged  to  run  down  the 
three  scouts  of  the  Santee  amjl  hang  them. 

Benton  disguised  himself,  and  went  down  on  the  Pedee  to 
see  what  kind  of  crowd  it  was  Binum  hacl  drawn  around  him. 

He  found  them  drinking  and  boasting  in  a  low,  crossroads’ 
groggery,  and  that  they  were  more  vindictive  than  danger^ 
ous.  He  returned  and  reported. 


make  that  bargain  with  all  the  Binums  in  the  Carolina*  ”  and 
tile  old  scout  extended  his  hand  to  the  Tory. 

“No,”  h.ss-  J  the  Tory',  through  his  clenched  teeth.  “I  will 
never  shake  the  hand  that  hung  my  brother.” 

"Do  you  tee  that  hand,  Binum?”  and  Bird  extended  his 
brawny  palm  toward  him.  “That  hand  has  slain  murderers 
and  traitors — men  who  murdered  innocent  children,  and  ,.ut- 
rag"d  wemen — and  by  the  God  above  mo,  it  shall  slay  more 
of  the  cowardly  breed.  I  shall  do  my  best  to  have  you  turned 
looae  or  exchanged  that  I  may  the  sooner  catch  and  hang 
you/’ 

“Do  to,  and  T  will  remember  it  as  one  good  deed  in  your 
Lfo,”  returned  the  Tory. 

“f  pr  >nr.  o  yo.  I  will!”  and  tho  old  scout  turned  away  to 
appro.;  ms  the  quarters  of  Maion.  He  found  the  Swamp  Fox 

the  midst  of  hi*  officer*. 

’Generad,”  ho  said,  “I  ha^e  come  to  aek  of  yon  a  favor.*' 


The  result  was  they  took  five  more  scouts  with  them,  in¬ 
cluding  Captain  Eingleton’s  negro  Pompey,  known  among  th0 
patriots  far  and  wide  as  the  “Swamp  Goat,”  and  set  out  to  pay 
them  a  visit  down  on  the  Pedee.  * 

It  was  in  the  early  evening  that  they  camo  in  sight  of  tho 
place.  They  concealed  t.hoir  horses  in  the  woods,  and  ap¬ 
proached  the  groggery  silently,  hoping  tc«  effect  a  surprise  am) 
capture  all  of  them  without  firing  a  shot 

When  they  x-oconnoitered,  they  found  but  ten  men  there, 
who  were  di'inking  and  carousing  like  sailors  in  port. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


THE  "SWAMP  GOAT"  AND  BINUM. 

On  looking  about,  the  patriots  discovered  the  horses  of  the 
carousing  Tories  hitched  to  the  limbs  of  the  trees  in  the  rear 
of  the  groggery.  They  went  up  to  the  horses  and  caused  an 
excitement  among  them  that  attracted  the  attention  of  those 
in  the  house. 

The  result  was  the  coming  of  one  of  their  number  to  see 
what  the  matter  was.  This  man  came  up  among  the  horses 
unsuspectingly,  and  found  the  muzzles  of  two  pistols  thrust 
into  his  face,  with: 

“Utter  one  word,  and  you’re  the  deadest  traitor  in  Caro¬ 
lina!” 

The  Tory  was  paralyzed  with  fright — speechless — and  said 
not  a  word. 

"Now  if  you  want  to  escape  swinging  tip  there  on  that  limb, 
do  just  as  I  tell  you,”  whispered  Bird  in  liis  ear. 

“T-y-yes!”  gasped  the  man. 

’A  ery  well,  then.  Now  call  one  of  those  fellows  out  here 
to  help  you.  Chll  him  by  name.” 

"Yes — I'll  call  him,’  and  the  next  moment  sang  out: 

‘‘Oh,  Ben!  Come  here  a  moment!” 

A  man  came  out  and  approached  them,  asking  what  the 
trouble  was.  But  he,  too,  found  black  muzzles  of  two  pistols 
pressed  against  his  head,  and  heard  a  warning  to  keep  silent. 

“Gosh!”  gasped  the  man.  “You’re  rebels!” 

“1  ou’rc  a  liar!”  retorted  Benton.  "We’re  patriots,  and  you 
are  traitors  to  your  country.  Keep  your  mouth  shut,  or  I’ll 
close  it  forever.” 

“Call  out  another  one!”  ordered  Bird,  as  the  two  were  tied 
securely. 

Another  was  called,  and  two  came  out  together. 

“What  the  deuce  is  the  matter?”  one  asked,  as  they  came 
forward. 

“This,”  said  McDonald,  placing  the  muzzle  of  his  pistol 
Against  the  T  ory  s  head.  ‘Speak  about  a  whisper,  and  away 
goes  what  little  brains  you  have!” 

The  two  men  were  bound,  and  then  another  call  was  made. 

This  time  three  came  out,  swearing  like  troopers,  and  full 
of  whisky. 

They  were  secured  with  but  little  difficulty,  and  then,  as 
there  were  three  or  four  more  left  in  the  house,  Bird  ordered 
them  to  be  called  out. 

They  came,  Binum  leading,  asking: 

“What’s  the  matter  with  the  horses,  Ben?” 

"Oh,  nothing,”  said  Bird,  in  answer.  “Only  this!”  and  the 
next  moment  the  vengeful  Tory  found  himself  seized  'ind 
bound  by  three  stalwart  men. 

He  attempted  to  resist,  but  he  was  in  the  hands  of  men  who 
knew  their  business. 

He  soon  saw  how  useless  it  was  to  resist,  and  submitted. 

But  he  did  not  suspect  Bird  of  being  one  of  his  captors, 
not  recognizing  his  voice  in  the  dark. 

“Who  are  you?”  he  asked. 

1  atrjots,  replied  Benton,  seeing  Bird  remained  silent, 

“I  will  give  you  my  horse  and  a  thousand - ” 

"You  cussed  idiot!”  laughed  Benton,  "we’ve  got  your  horse 
too.” 

Take  them  into  the  house!”  ordered  McDonald,  prompted 
by  Bird. 

On  reaching  the  light  Binum  caught  sight,  of  Bird,  and  his 
tvc-,  bronzed  it  w-as,  turned  ashen  pale. 

“How  arc  you.  Binum?”  exclaimed  Bird,  good-naturedly. 
“You  don’t  seem  to  be  glad  to  see  me  What's  the  matter  with 
•  ;  :  ”lve  him  some  brandy.”  and  seizing. a  bottle  of  brandy 

from  the  counter,  he  held  it  to  his  lips. 

Curses  on  your  bead!  ’  howled  Binum,  in  desperation. 

“Oh.  don’t  now!”  laughed  Bird. 

"You  have  got  me,”  growled  the  Tory. 

Of  course  I  have.  I  heard  you  had  a  dozen  men  down 
here,  all  sworn  to  catch  me.  I  took  six  friends,  and  came 
down  to  see  about  it.  We  took  you  all  in  without  firing  a 
shot  or  striking  a  blow.  What  kind  of  a  soldier  are  you,  any¬ 
how?” 

Tho  patriots  laughed  heartily,  but  never  a  smile  came  over 
Binum’s  face.  He  remembered  but  too  well  the  bargain  he 
had  made  with  Bird  in  Marion’s  camp;  he  also  knew  the 
character  of  the  famous  scout  too  well  to  doubt  the  result  of 
his  capture. 

He  made  no  reply  to  the  taunts  of  his  captor,  but  his 
eyes  wandered  about  as  if  seeking  an  avenue  of  escape. 

Bird  noticed  it,  and  divined  his  thoughts. 

“Now,  look,  Binum,”  he  said,  “you  wouldn't  cscapo  if  vou 
could,  would  you?” 

“Yes!”  almost  yelled  the  desperate  villain. 

"What!  After  our  bargain!”  exclaimed  Bird,  in  well- 
feigned  surprise.  “Well,  you  are  a  bigger  scoundrel  than  I 
thought.  Why,  had  you  caught  me  I  would  have  yielded  as 


gracefully  as  bowing  to  a  lady.  T  gave  you  your  liberty — - 
marched  you  out  of  Marion’s  camp  in  order  to  enable  you  to 
keep  your  bargain  with  me.  Yret  you  would  jump  and  run 
away  if  you  could!  Y’ou  are  a  genuine  Binum  all  over.” 

And  the  scouts  laughed  and  joked  the  poor  devil  till  he  wa? 
crazed  with  terror.  He  sprang  to  his  feet,  bound  as  he  was, 
and  tried  to  escape  through  the  open  door  of  the  groggery-  A 
blow  from  the  brawny  fist  of  Sergeant  McDonald  sent  him 
rolling  over  on  the  f’oor. 

“Would  you  like  to  read  your  obituary,  Binum?”  Bird  asked, 
as  he  drew  a  sheet  of  paper  from  his  pocket.  "I’ve  got  it 
here.  I  fixed  it  up  on  the  night  I  let  you  go  away  from  Ma¬ 
rion’s  camp.  lrou  see  I  knew  I  Could  catch  you  whenever  I 
wanted  you,  and  so  I  wrote  this  for  you.  I’ll  pin  it  to  your 
breast  so  that  people  who  pass  may  know  who  you  were,  and. 
what  sort  of  man  you  have  been.” 

"Oh,  go  to  the  deuce!”  howled  Binum.  "Kill  me  if  you 
want  to,  but  stop  that  blamed  nonsense.” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  roared  Bird.  “You  don’t  want  me  to  have 
any  fun!  Now,  that’s  just  like  a  Binum!” 

“Give  me  a  sword  and  fight  it  out  with  me!”  roared  Binum 

“You  would  have  granted  me  that  privilege,  would  you?” 

“lres,  and  chopped  you  into  hash!” 

“Now,  Binum,  that’s  a  lie,  and  you  know  that  I  know  it,” 
said  Bird.  “You  would  no  more  give  me  a  such  a  chance  than 
you  would  place  your  hand  in  the  fire  and  burn  it  off.  But  I 
will  do  this:  I  don’t  want  you  killed,  because  I  want  to  hang 
you  in  accordance  with  our  bargain:  but  you  can  fight  my 
nigger  Pomp,  fist  and  skull,  and  if  you  can  whip  or  get 
away  from  him  you  can  go  free.  If  he  whips  you  you  will 
still  be  alive  for  me  to  hang.  What  say  you?” 

"Yes,  yes— a  thousand  times!”  was  his  eager  exclamation.  v 

“Golly,  Massa  Bird!”  chuckled  Pomp.  “J^se  gwine  for  ter 
butt  him  libber  outen  him — yah,  yah,  yah!” 

“The  devil!”  exclaimed  one  of  the  other  prisoners.  “That’s 
the  Swamp  Goat  we’ve  heard  about!” 

“Dat’s  me!  Pse  de  Swamp  Goat!”  said  Pomp,  strutting 
like  a  peacock. 

McDonald  untied  Binum,  and  then  the  party  went  outside  of 
the  house  where  they  could  have  room  lor  the  match.  Pine 
knots  were  piled  up  and  set  fire  to.  The  blaze  illuminated  the 
scene  with  a  lurid  glare. 

The  patriots  formed  a  ring  around  them,  and  Bird  ex¬ 
claimed  : 

"Now,  Pomp,  if  you  kill  him  I’ll  hang  you  instead.  Pitch 
in,  now,  and  may  God  defend  the  right!” 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


.  BINUM  HUNG. 

At  the  signal  to  “pitch  in,”  the  desperate  Tory  squared  off, 
and  danced  around  the  black  its  though  seeking  to  strike  a 
finishing  blow  at  the  first. 

Pomp  stood  still,  grinning  at  him,  as  if  amused  at  the 
antics  of  the  doomed  man.  not  even  raising  a  hand  to  guard 
against  the  threatened  blow. 

Suddenly  Binum  aimed  a  terrific  blow  at  his  head.  Pomp 
ducked  and  plunged  forward,  planting  his  head  against  the 
Tory’s  stomach,  knocking  him  double  and  rolling  him  twenty 
feet  away. 

“Good — good  for  you.  Pomp!”  cried  Bird,  luaghing  heartily. 

"Do  it  again,  Pomp!” 

“Show  him  how  you  do  it’” 

“Hurrah  for  the  Swamp  Goat!”  and  a  dozen  other  similar 
encouraging  expressions  greeted  the  negro's  feat. 

Binum  was  not  vanquished  by  any  means.  lie  sprang  to  his 
feet  with  an  oath  on  his  lips,  and  made  a  dash  at  the  mus¬ 
cular  darkey. 

Pomp  met  him  half  way,  and  the  collision  resulted  disas¬ 
trously  for  the  Tory-  He  again  went  to  grass  and  felt  more 
sick  than  ever. 

But  he  resolved  to  dodge  Pomp’s  head  in  the  next  round 
and  give  him  a  blow  on  the  ear. 

“Yah,  yah,  yah!”  laughed  Pomp  in  gTeat  glee,  for  he  hated 
Tories  with  an  undying  hate.  “Pse  de  Swamp  Goat.  Look 
out,  dar!”  and  he  made  another  run  at  the  Tory. 

Warned  by  the  other  two  onsets,  Binum  sprang  aside  and 
gave  him  a  tremendous  blow  on  the  ear  that  sent  him  roll¬ 
ing  on  the  ground. 

“Good  for  you,  Binum!”  said  Bird.  "Lick  him  and  vou  are 
a  free  man!” 

Pomp  rose  to  his  feet  aud  glared  fiercely  at  tbe  Torv 

“I’se  gwine  for  ter  butt  yu  breff  outen  yu!“  he  exclaimed, 
and  making  another  dash  at  Binum  he  was  again  sent  rolling 
on  the  ground. 

Pomp  was  furious. 

He  sprang  up  aud  rushed  upon  him,  seized  him  by  one 
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•  rr-  ind  planted  half  a  dozen  pood  “butts“  on  him  In  rapid 
mi o c •  sf'.on.  Human  endurance  could  not  stand  that,  and 
Eimim  s.ink  down  to  the  ground  unconscious. 

"Now  how  yer  like  dat,  yer  ole  Tory  rascal!*’  exclaimed 
Pomp,  releasing  him  and  stepping  back  a  few  paces. 

Pad  and  McDonald  went  to  him  and  examined  him  to  see 
if  he  was  alive.  Only  the  breath  was  knocked  out  of  him.  He 
soon  revived. 

“Brandy!”  he  gasped.  "Give  me  some  brandy.” 

"Give  him  some  brandy,”  said  Bird.  ‘Til  pay  for  it  out  of 
what  he  leaves.” 

The  brandy  was  given  him,  and  pretty  soon  he  revived  suffi¬ 
ciently  to  stand  upon  his  feet  again. 

“Time!”  called  Burton,  and  Pomp  prepared  to  charge  upon 
him  again.  Binum  dodged,  and  Pomp  missed.  But  the  Tory 
did  not  get  in  his  blow. 

Pomp  attempted  to  seize  him  again,  but  to  the  surprise  of 
evervone  he  turned  and  started  on  a  run  toward  the  woods. 

•‘Hoi’  on  dar!”  cried  Pomp,  darting  after  him  like  a  streak 
of  ebony  lightning.  He  had  not  run  fifty  yards  ere  Pomp 
planted  his  head  between  his  shoulders  and  laid  him  senseless 
on  the  ground. 

“Flight  is  an  acknowledgement  of  defeat,”  said  Bird,  “and 
that  ends  the  match.” 

“Yes,”  added  McDonald,  “that  ends  it.  You  can  swing  him 
up  now.” 

“Drag  him  back  here,  Pomp,”  said  the  old  scout,  ‘‘and  let 
him  come  to  again.  If  you  have  killed  him  I  will  kill  you,  you 
black  imp  of  a  he-goat!” 

“Yah,  yah,  yah!”  laughed  Pomp,  in  loud  guffaws,  as  he 
took  up  the  insensible  form  of  the  Tory  and  laid  him  on  the 
ground  by  the  pine  knot  fire. 

Bird  caused  them  to  give  him  more  brandy,  when  he 
groaned  and  gave  signs  of  life.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was 
able  to  sit  up. 

“Let  me  get  at  that  nigger  again!”  he  cried,  scrambling  to 
his  feet 

“Oh,  no — that  won’t  do,’  said  McDonald,  detaining  him. 
“You  ran  away  from  him  and  that  ended  it  You  want  him  to 
kill  you  and  thus  cheat  Bird  out  of  the  hanging.” 

“No — no — I  can  whip  him!  Let  me  get  at  him!” 

“That’ll  do,  Binum,”  said  Bird,  quietly.  “Be  a  man,  now, 
once  in  your  life.  Keep  still  and  I’ll  read  that  obituary  to 
you.  I’ll  pin  on  your  bossom  just  before  I  swing  you  up: 


“Here  hangs  the  body  of  Binum. 

The  Tory  who  fought  for  his  king: 

He  swore  he’d  hang  the  Scout  of  Santee, 
But  concluded  himself  to  swing.” 


“Now,  that’s  doing  a  good  part  by  you,  Binum.  It  isn’t 
many  men  as  would  write  a  handsome  thing  like  that  and 
put  it  up  on  you.  You  see  I  haven’t  abused  you  any  in  this. 
You  ought  to  be  proud  of  it.  Are  you  ready  to  swing?” 

“No — -no,”  gasped  the  wretch,  cold  drops  of  sweat  standing 
out  on  his  forehead. 

“Five  minutes  for  prayers,”  said  the  scout.  “Pomp,  put 
the  line  on  him.” 

Pomp  took  the  small  rope  and  placed  it  around  the  doomed 
man’s  neck.  His  hands  had  already  been  tied  behind  him.  He 
then  threw  the  other  end  over  the  limb  of  the  tree  overhead. 

Binum  did  not  pray.  He  fastened  his  eyes  on  Bird's  face  to 
see  if  he  could  see  any  signs  of  relenting  there.  He  looked 
in  vain.  Bird  had  been  five  years  battling  for  his  country. 
The  villainous  Tories  had  murdered  his  ony  son  in  cold  blood, 
hung  two  of  his  nephews,  and  driven  members  of  his  family 
into  the  swamps.  For  them  he  had  no  mercy.  His  heart 
was  turned  to  stone  so  far  as  the  traitors  to  his  country 
were  concerned. 

When  the  five  minutes  had  elapsed,  Bird  stepped  forward 
and  took  hold  of  the  other  end  of  the  rope.  Binum  rivitted 
his  eyes  on  his  face.  Bird  returned  his  gaze  as  a  serpent 
glares  upon  its  mesmerized  victim,  and  slowly  pulled  on  the 
rope. 

It  tightened  around  the  doomed  man’s  neck. 

There  was  no  relenting  in  the  bronzed  face  of  the  old 
Ban  tee  Scout. 

“Mercy!”  gasped  Binum,  as  the  rope  tightened  around  his 
nr*ck 

*No,  no  mercy!”  hissed  Bird,  as  he  slowly,  firmly  drew  on 
the  rope.  “It  is  a  word  you  never  knew  the  meaning  of!” 

“Mercy!”  he  gasped  again. 

“No,  no,  death  to  you,  Binum!” 

The  doomed  wretch  arose  on  his  toes  to  gasp  “mercy”  again 

“No.  no!” 

“Curves  on  you!”  he  shrieked,  but  Bird  cut  it  short  by 
r  dd'  niy  pulling  hard  on  the  rope  and  running  him  up  nearly 
k.x  feet  from  the  ground. 

Several  turned  their  faces  away,  and  would  not  witness  the 


horrible  spectacle;  hut  the  relentless  old  scout  held  bn  to  the 
rope  until  the  lifeless  body  dropped  to  the  ground  with  a 
dull  thud. 


CHAPTER  XXm. 

WATCHING  THE  TORIES. 

The  scouts  turned  to  the  prisoners  and  prepared  to  leave 
the  groggery.  They  gathered  the  horses,  tied  the  prisoners 
in  their  saddles,  and  then  mounted  their  own  gallant  steeds. 

“Back  to  the  Swamp  Fox!”  cried  Bird.  “Vengeance  is  sat¬ 
isfied  for  to-night!”  and  the  little  cavalcade  started  off  at  a 
brisk  run. 

The  old  scout  sent  them  under  guard  to  the  camp  of  the 
Swamp  Fox,  knowing  that  a  sufficient  force  was  there  to  hold 
it  in  Marion’s  absence. 

Then  with  the  sergeant,  Burton,  and  one  other  scout,  he  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  cross  the  Santee  a  mile  above  the  ferry,  in  order  to 
keep  their  presence  in  that  vicinity  a  secret.  Their  horses 
were  good  swimmers,  and  never  feared  to  take  the  water  at 
any  time. 

The  news  of  Camden  had  emboldened  the  Tories  to  such  a 
degree  that  they  did  not  hesitate  to  avow  themselves  every¬ 
where,  threatening  destruction  to  the  Whigs  who  were  in  the 
swamps  with  Marion,  when  they  returned  to  their  homes. 

Before  sunset  of  that  day  they  came  upon  a  poor  Whig  fam¬ 
ily  who  were  being  maltreated  by  three  Tories.  The  family 
consisted  of  a  mother,  three  girls,  and  a  small  boy.  The 
father  and  two  sons  were  with  Marion. 

They  were  all  crying  as  they  came  up. 

“What’s  the  matter  here?”  Bird  asked,  as  he  came  up  to 
the  weeping  mother,  and  alighted  from  his  horse. 

“Oh,  the  Tories  are  ruining  us!”  she  cried,  “plundering  and 
destroying  everything  in  the  house!” 

Quick  as  a  flash  the  four  scouts  leaped  from  their  saddles 
and  ran  into  the  house,  swords  in  hand. 

“Cut  them  down!”  cried  Bird,  in  stern  words  of  com¬ 
mand. 

The  three  men  turned  to  find  themselves  confronted  by 
four  stalwart  foes.  They  dropped  their  plunder,  and  ex¬ 
claimed  . 

“We  surrender!” 

“No,  you  won’t!”  cried  Bird.  “We  are  not  taking  any  pris¬ 
oners  to-day.  Come  out  here  in  the  yard  and  fight  for  your 
lives!” 

“Yes,  come  out,  you  sneaking  cowards!”  yelled  McDonald. 
“If  you  can  whip  us  you  can  go!” 

“There  are  four  of  you - ” 

“Only  man  for  man,”  said  Bird.  “Out  with  you,  or  rn 
cut  you  down  where  you  stand!” 

They  went  out  into  the  yard  where  Bird,  McDonald,  and 
Burton  engaged  them  in  a  hand-to-hand  fight  with  sabers. 
None  of  them  knew  anything  about  swordsmanship,  and  so 
fell  easy  victims  to  the  more  experienced  scouts. 

“Now  give  us  spades  and  we’ll  bury  them  out  of  sight  for 
you,”  said  Bird,  to  the  good  woman  of  the  house. 

She  brought  out  the  spades  from  a  secure  hiding  place,  and 
the  patriots  performed  the  duty  of  burying  their  enemies  with 
becoming  gravity. 

Just  as  the  sun  was  sinking  behind  the  trees  four  men 
came  up  to  the  house,  and  asked  of  one  of  the  girls  who 
was  standing  in  the  door  if  there  were  two  men  in  the  hous© 

“Yes,  sir,’  was  the  trembling  reply. 

“Tell  them  to  come  out  here.” 

Bird  and  the  sergeant  heard  them  and  promptly  responded:' 

“Here  we  are.  Who  are  you?” 

The  very  boldness  of  the  response  and  question,  together 
with  the  confident  manner  of  the  two  scouts,  somewhat 
staggered  the  leader  of  the  four  Tories.  But  only  for  a  mo¬ 
ment.  He  replied: 

“We  are  loyal  citizens  ,and  want  to  know  who  you  are.** 

“Loyal  citizens,  eh?  Well,  so  are  we — loyal  to  our  country. 
Are  you  king’s  men  T 

“Yes,  you  rebels!  Seize  them,  men,  and - ** 

Bang!  bang!  went  two  pistols,  and  two  Tories  fell  back  on 
the  green  grass  in  a  dying  condition. 

The  attack  was  so  sudden  and  so  fatal  that  the  other  two 
were  almost  petrified  with  terror  as  the  two  daring  scouts 
drew  two  more  pistols  and  leveled  them  at  their  heads. 

“Don’t  shoot!”  they  cried. 

Bang — bang!  and  two  more  went  down  to  rise  no  more. 

“We  can’t  be  bothered  with  prisoners  to-night,”  said  Mc¬ 
Donald,  “so  we  won’t  take  any.” 

“No,  but  if  we  have  to  bury  all  the  rascals  we  kill,  we 
will  have  our  hands  full.” 

“We’ll  have  to  bury  these,  as  It  wouldn’t  do  to  leave  them 
here,  you  know.  Their  friends  would  burn  down  the  bouse 
and  murder  the  family.” 

“It  seems  to  be  a  good  place  to  catch  the  rascals,”  said 
Burton,  laughing.  “Suppose  we  conceal  ourselves  outside 
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somewhere,  and  attend  to  them  as  they  come  up.  The  more 
wo  got  rid  of  that  way  the  better  it  will  be  for  these  ladies.” 

I  don't  like  to  have  to  bury  them,”  said  the  sergeant  smil¬ 
ing. 

"This  is  perfectly  horrible,”  exclaimed  the  eldest  daughter, 
turning  pale  as  death  itself.  “I  never  knew  w'hat  war  was 
before.” 

I  arn  really  sorry  you  have  found  out  what  it  is,”  replied 
the  gallant  sergeant,”  for  it  is  not  calculated  to  give  you 
a  very  exalted  opinion  of  man.” 

‘‘Indeed,  sir,  your  conduct  just  now  gives  me  an  insight 
into  your  character  that  redounds  to  your  credit,  both  as  a 
soldier  and  a  man.” 

“Thanks — a  thousand  thanks,  young  lady!”  the  sergeant 
said,  bowing  almost  to  the  ground.  "I  am  ready  now  to  slay 
a  dozen  more  of  the  rascals.  Burton,  will  you  please  inform 
the  ladies  that  I  am  not  a  married  man?” 

“Oh,  Lord!”  cried  Bird,  and  the  scouts  fairly  roared  with 
merriment,  while  the  young  lady  blushed  scarlet. 

The  mother  also  joined  in  the  laugh,  and  said: 

“When  you  want  to  marry,  sir,  come  around  and  talk  to  one 
of  my  girls  about  it,  and - ” 

“Why,  r*>ther!”  chorused  the  three  girls,  in  a  high  key, 
and  the  scouts  again  laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  their 
cheeks. 

“Madame,  I  promise  you  on  my  sacred  honor  that  I  will,” 
replied  the  sergeant,  “though  it  would  be  hard  to  choose 
from  among  such  srweet - ” 

'“Ohj  ohj”  from  the  entire  party,  and  the  girls  fled  to  the 
next  room  to  escape  the  badinage. 

An  hour  later  the  scouts  took  leave  of  the  family,  osten¬ 
sibly  to  leave  for  good,  but  really  to  conceal  themselves  in  the 
woods  near  by,  and  watch  for  more  Tories 

They  had  not  been  a  half-hour  gone  before  seven  men  rode 
up  and  surrounded  the  house. 

“We’ve  got  ’em  now!”  Bird  heard  them  cry.  “Shoot  ’em 
down  as  they  come  out!” 

“Come  out,  you  rebels,  and  fight  like  men!”  the  leader 
cried,- standing  ready  to  shoot  down  the  first  man  to  appear. 

“There  are  no  men  here!”  the  terrified  woman  cried. 

“Yes,  there  are;  four  of  them.  Turn  ’em  out  or  we’ll  burn 
down  the  house!” 

“There  is  no  man  here — come  in  and  see  for  yourselves!” 

“No,  no!  We  won’t  come  in.  Send  them  out  or  your  house 
is  gone.”  and  two  men  approached  to  fire  the  house,  while  the 
other  five  covered  them  with  their  guns. 

“Each  man  take  one!”  whispered  Bird,  and  the  four  terrible 
scouts  crept  like  crouching  panthers  up  behind  the  four 
nearest  Tories. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  swish  of  keen  blades  in  the  night 
air.  and  four  men  were  pierced  through  and  through  by 
patriot  swords. 

The  fifth  man  fired  his  gun  at  Burton  and  fled  through  the 
woods.  The  two  men  who  were  trying  to  fire  the  house,  not 
knowing  what  the  trouble  was,  ran  back  into  the  woods — one 
of  them  ran  against  Burton  and  was  cut  down.  The  other 
escaped. 

“Are  you  hurt,  sergeant?”  the  eldest  daughter  called  out 
V  from  the  house. 

“There!”  said  Burton,  smiling.  “She  has  a  loving  interest 
in  you  already,  sergeant.” 

“Bless  you,  darling — no.”  said  McDonald,  as  affectionately 
as  he  knew  how. 

The  scout  then  proceeded  to  bury  the  dead — one  man  yet 
lived,  and  they  left  the  grave  open  for  him.  He  begged  to 
be  carried  into  the  house  and  his  family  sent  for. 

“No,  sir;  we  will  grant  you  no  favors,”  said  Bird.  “You 
have  a  hard  cheek  to  want  to  die  in  the  house  which  you  were 
trying  to  set  fire  to.” 

“Will  you  send  for  my  family,  then?”  pleaded  the  dying 
man. 

“No;  your  family  can  do  you  no  good.  Better  be  praying 
God  to  forgive  you  the  crimes  you  have  committed  against 
Him  and  your  country.” 

The  man  groaned  piteously,  turned  over  on  his  side,  gave 
a  gasp  or  two,  and  all  was  over. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

death  of  McDonald. 

The  scouts  remained  in  the  vicinity  until  midnight.  But 
no  more  Tories  came  to  be  disposed  of,  and  so  they  left. 

They  pushed  on  to  join  Marion,  who  was  now  crowding 
Watson  again.  The  most  terrific  fighting  of  the  war  was  the 
result.  Watson  fought  like  a  tiger  in  his  efforts  to  escape  the 
clutches  of  the  wily  Swamp  Fox. 


He  at  last  retreated,  but  the  patriots  marked  his  path 
with  his  dead  or  a  run  of  fifteen  miles  through  the  woods  to 
the  Camden  road.  His  escape  was  owing  solely  to  a  blunder 
of  one  of  Horry’s  officers.  As  it  was,  his  magnificent  com¬ 
mand  was  hurled  back  on  Charleston,  torn  and  shattered  to 
pieces.  The  British  under  Rawdon  were  alarmed,  and  prompt¬ 
ly  reinforced  Watson  and  sent  him  out  again. 

General  Greene  had  superseded  Gates,  and  now  the  patriot 
cause  was  looking  up  again.  He  had  sent  some  Continentals 
to  co-opcrate  with  the  great  partisan.  Colonel  Harden  was 
sent  against  Fort  Balfour  and  captured  it.  Greene  approach¬ 
ing  still  further  south,  Marion  sent  Harden  to  stir  up  the 
patriots  between  Charleston  and  the  Savannah  river,  with 
a  force  of  seventy  men. 

He  shot  through  the  district  like  a  Parthian  arrow,  surpris¬ 
ing  friend  and  foe  alike.  His  force  increased  to  two  hundred, 
and  the  Tories  were  thrown  into  the  wildest  consternation. 
He  smote  them  hip  and  thigh. 

Reaching  the  Savannah  river,  Harden  chastised  the  Tories 
right  and  left,  and  ascending  it,  threatened  Augusta  and 
Ninety-six,  two  important  posts  held  by  the  enemy. 

In  the  meantime  Sergeant  McDonald  had  been  promoted 
for  his  daring  conduct  in  the  presence  of  the  enemy  to  a 
lieutenantcy.  He  was  proud  of  his  rahk,  and  resolved  to 
go  still  higher  if  desperate  valor  could  carry  him  there. 

Marion,  now  reinforced  by  Lee  and  Eaton,  of  the  Conti¬ 
nental  army  resolved  to  capture  the  enemy’s  post,  Fort 
Motte,  on  the  Congaree  river.  It  was  a  depot  of  supplies 
for  the  posts  of  Camden,  Fort  Grauly,  and  Ninety-six. 

Fort  Motte  was  a  strong  place,  and  defended  by  one  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  British  soldiers.  The  large  mansion  of  Mrs. 
Motte,  on  a  high  hill  by  the  river,  was  the  center  of  the  fort. 
It  was  surrounded  by  a  deep  trench  .along  the  inner  margin 
of  which  was  raised  a  strong  parapet. 

When  the  British  took  possession  of  Mrs.  Motto’s  place  they 
forced  her  to  leave.  She  wont  across  the  river  with  her 
servants  and  family,  and  took  quarters  in  an  old  farmhouse. 

Here  she  remained  and  welcomed  the  patriots  with  smiles. 

“Destroy  all  I  have  in  the  world,”  she  said  to  Marion,  “but 
drive  these  vandals  away  and  out  of  the  country.” 

The  fort  was  summoned  to  surrender.  Captain  McPherson, 
the  British  commander,  a  brave  and  skillful  officer,  declined, 
and  the  battle  opened. 

Marion  pressed  closer  and  closer,  like  a  serpent  drawing  his 
coils  around  his  victim,  and  the  sharpshooting  became  galling 
to  both  sides. 

Bird,  Burton  and  McDonald,  with  a  number  of  other  daring 
spirits,  crept  close  up  to  the  parapet,  and  killed  every  man 
who  raised  his  head  above  it. 

Called  by  their  fire,  the  British  suddenly  raised  up  en  masse, 
and  poured  a  volley  into  their  midst.  Four  were  killed  out¬ 
right,  and  several  wounded. 

Among  the  latter  was  the  brave  McDonald.  He  staggered 
back  a  few  paces,  and  would  have  fallen  to  the  ground  hut 
for  Bird,  who  caught  him. 

“Are  you  hit,  lieutenant?”  he  asked. 

“Yes — got  my  death  wound,  Bird,”  he  said. 

A  sudden  gasp,  and  the  soul  of  as  brave  a  soldier  as  ever 
died  winged  its  flight  to  join  the  heroes  who  had  gone  before 
him. 

“Oh.  McDonald!”  moaqed  Bird,  overwhelmed  at  the  loss  of 
one  who  had  fought,  so  long  by  his  side.  “This  is  terrible! 
I  swear  by  your  dead  body  to — to  avenge  your  death!  A 
braver  man  never  lived  or  died  for  his  country!” 

The  surgeon  came  tip  with  nearly  a  dozen  officers. 

“Too  late!”  sighed  Bird.  “McDonald  the  brave  is  now  at 
peace.” 

Tears  hurst  from  every  eye  as  they  looked  down  at  the 
form  of  the  dead  hero. 

“That  shall  be  the  word  in  Marion's  command  henceforth!” 
said  Col.  Ilorry,  turning  sadly  away  to  carry  the  news  to  the 
great  partisan. 

Marion  wept,  for  the  brave  hero,  as  did  all  his  men.  His 
last  words  were  an  order  that  would  never  be  forgotten  in 
the  presence  of  the  foe.  He  was  buried  with  military  honors, 
and  then  the  siege  went  on. 

The  British  under  Lord  Rawdon  came  up  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  river,  and  the  men  in  the  fort  cheered. 

“We  must  burn  them  out!”  said  Marion,  in  the  presence 
of  Mrs.  Motte. 

“Yes.”  said  the  heroic  dame.  “Here  is  a  bow  and  arrows. 
Send  flames  to  the  roof  of  my  house.” 

They  were  quickly  prepared,  and  sent  hurtling  through 
the  air  with  balls  of  blazing  rosin  and  brimstone,  and  dropped 
on  the  roof. 

The  flames  caught  the  dry  shingles  and  blazed  up.  The  pa¬ 
triots  stood  to  their  arms  in  readiness  for  any  emergency 
while  Rawdon  looked  helplessly  on  from  the  other  side  of  the 
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fla,V's  5oa,feJ  Vish  up  from  the  ^urning  roofs,  and  in 

sarrls°"  «-  «»«  flag 

Marion's  men  made  the  welkin  ring  with  their  shoots  nf 

'*•■**;  Hut  B“,er'  «*"*«<>"•  and  ofhera  l  e  S  hem  In  line 
uitril  the  surrender  of  the  British  was  completed. 

^Then.  when  they  had  laid  down  their  arms.  Lord  Rawdon 
*r,l  a  strong  force  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river  looking  on 
the  exultant  patriots  gave  vent  to  their  joy  in  prolonged 

*h-:  th~.old  tC<?uts.of  the  Santee>  grim  as  fate,  did  not 
rejoice.  Their  beloved  comrade,  the  brave  McDonald,  was 

acaa. 


"1  would  not  have  given  Lieutenant  McDonald  ’’  said  Bird 
to  Captain  S-ngleton,  “to  induce  the  whole  Rritish  army  to 
,«A\e  the  Carolinas.  He  was  worth  more  than  all  of  them 
put  together.”  1 

“Still,  he  is  dead.”  said  the  young  captain,  "but  we  can 
rejoicr  that -  the  cause  for  which  he  died  is  daily  triumphing 
^icrica  will  be  free,  my  old  friend.”  K  8 

Or  die  fighting,  was  the  reply  of  the  relentless  old 

patriot. 


\es,  or  die  fighting.  That  is  the  spirit  that  will  conquer,” 
a  no  the  young  officer  and  the  old  scout  shook  hands,  after 
which  the  latter  retired  to  mingle  with  the  prisoners 

went  among  them  and  peered  into  their  faces  as 
though  seeking  some  particular  person. 

hen  he  had  closely  scanned  every  man’s  face  among  them 
lie  turned  to  one  of  them,  and  asked: 

“Do  you  know  a  king’s  man  by  the  name  of  Burrell?” 

▼‘Yes,”  was  the  reply,  “I.  do.” 

"Where  is  he?”  was  the  eager  reply  of  the  old  scout. 

‘With  Tarleton  when  I  last  saw  him.” 

Xo,  ’  said  another.  “He  is  with  Lord  Rawdon  on  the  other 
side  of  the  river.” 

The  next  moment  he  was  gone,  and  the  prisoners  gazed 
^#*er  him  with  an  awe  inspired  by  deeds  of  daring  such  as  are 
read  of  in  the  pages  of  romance  of  the  dark  ages. 

General  Marion  met  him  on  the  outskirts  of  the  camp,  and 

said: 

will  not  be  here  to-night,  Bird.” 

"Xor  I  either,  general,”  was  the  reply,  as  he  disappeared 
in  the  forest  below  the  Motte  plantation. 

Xight  came  on;  the  British,  on  the  other  side  of  the  river, 
seeing  that  they  could  not  render  any  service  to  their  com¬ 
rades,  who  had  fallen  into  the  Swamp  Fox’s  hands,  gathered 
up  their  forces,  and  retreated  down  the  river.  They  kept 
abreast  of  the  old  Santee  scout  for  several  miles,  when  they 
halted,  and  encamped  for  the  night. 


Bird  lost  no  time  in  crossing  the  river  below  them,  and 
proceeded  to  hang  around  the  camp,  in  hopes  of  being  able  to 
see  the  man  he  was  in  search  of. 


•  When,  near  midnight,  he  crept  up  near  the  guards,  he 
espied  a  man  about  his  own  height  on  post.  After  watching 
him  for  some  time,  he  concluded  that  the  man’s  clothes  would 
fit  him,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  have  them. 

The  sentinel’s  beat  reached  clear  down  to  the  river,  and 
mear  a  clump  of  bushes  in  which  the  scout  was  concealed,  A 
large  tree  grew  directly  in  his  path,  and  the  redcoat  had  to 
almost  brush  against  it  as  he  walked  to  and  fro  on  his  beat. 

When  his  back  was  turned  the  old  scout  stepped  from  the 
clump  of  bushes  to  the  side  of  the  tree,  where  he  remained 
until  the  sentinel  came  back  again.  As  the  redcoat  passed 
#he  tree  Bird  reached  out  his  hand,  in  which  was  his  terrible 
hunting  knife,  and  drew  it  across  his  throat  with  such  ter¬ 
rible  force  as  to  almost  sever  the  head  from  the  shoulders. 

The  man  uttered  a  groan,  staggered  forward  a  few  paces, 
and  then  fell  headlong  to  the  ground. 

*  “So  perish  the  enemies  of  my  country!”  murmured  the 
terrible  old  man,  standing  like  a  statue  In  the  dark  shadow  of 
that  tree. 


He  waited  some  two  or  three  minutes  ,and  then,  concluding 
that  the  man  was  dead,  stepped  out  and  felt  of  the  body. 

He  was  not  mistaken;  the  man  was  dead.  Men  didn’t  gen¬ 
erally  Hve  long  after  the  old  Santee  scout  once  drew  his 
hnife  across  their  throats.  To  take  up  the  body  and  carry  it 
;'r.t n  ’he  bushes  was  but  an  easy  task,  and  to  take  off  the 
in  form  and  put  it  on  over  his  own  dress  was  even  easier. 
,Thu*  disguised.  he  stepped  back  to  the  line,  armed  with  the 
regulation  musket  of  Britain. 

Knowing  that  the  Swamp  Fox  was  not  near  to  trouble  the 
.rnbem  of  the  British  commander  that  night,  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  leave  th«-  post  and  go  back  into  the  camp,  where 
x»i any  of  the  soldiers  were  still  up  around  campfires. 

'  Of  course  the  others  took  him  for  one  of  themselves,  and 


did  not  know  that  he  was  just  off  the  line.  None  of  them 
seemed  to  take  any  particular  notice  of  him,  and  he  seemed 
not  to  care  for  any  of  them. 

Suddenly  he  was  startled  by  hearing  his  name  called  by  one 
on  the  other  side  of  the  tree.  Quickly  glancing  around  to 
see  who  it  was,  he  saw  a  man  in  the  scarlet  uniform  of  Brit¬ 
ain,  in  a  restless  slumber,  and  muttering  broken  sentences. 

The  sight  of  that  face  in  the  pale  light  of  the  moon 
caused  the  old  patriot  to  straighten  himself  up  and  glare  tri¬ 
umphantly  around  him. 

It  was  the  face  of  the  man  he  had  been  looking  for  during 
three  long  years — the  face  of  Burrell,  the  Tory,  who  mur¬ 
dered  his  little  boy.  A  light  gleamed  in  his  eyes,  and  a  smile 
played  around  his  mouth.  But  it  was  the  smile  and  the  light 
of  a  terrible  vengeance  which  had  long  filled  the  heart  and 
soul  of  the  old  scout. 

Going  up  to  the  sleeping  Tory,  he  touched  him  with  his 

foot. 

“Then  you  are  wanted — get  up.” 

The  man  arose  to  his  feet,  and  glared  at  the  old  patriot. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

•  CONCLUSION. 

The  old  scout  returned  his  stare  unflinchingly,  confident 
that  his  disguise  would  protect  him. 

“Who  wants  me?”  Burrell  asked. 

“The  officer  of  the  guard,”  was  the  reply. 

“What’s  the  matter?” 

“Come  to  the  officer  of  the  guard  and  report,”  said  Bird, 
‘‘and  then  my  duty  is  ended.” 

Burrell  followed  him,  still  unsuspicious,  till  they  were  at 
least  two  hundred  yards  below  the  lines  of  the  camp. 

Then  he  grew  suspicious,  and  asked: 

‘‘Are  you  not  going  wrong?  It  seems  to  me  you  are  out  of 
the  lines.” 

“No,  I  am  going  right!”  hissed  Bird,  suddenly  seizing  him 
by  the  collar  and  presenting  a  pistol  at  his  breast.  “If  you 
make  any  noise  you  will  be  as  dead  the  next  moment  as 
that  rebel  back  thei'e.” 

“I— won’t — make — any — noise,”  stammered  Burrell,  who 
was  totally  unarmed.  "But  who  are  you?” 

“I  am  a  loyal  man  so  be  content  with  that,  and  come  along.” 

The  giant  strength  of  the  hand  on  the  collar  of  his  coat 
convinced  the  Tory  that  resistance  was  useless,  so  he  went 
along,  mile  after  mile,  without  asking  another  question. 

Suddenly  they  heard  the  clear  notes  of  a  whip-poor-will 
on  the  other  side  of  the  river.  They  stopped  and  listened.  The 
same  note  came  across  again,  and  Bird  promptly  answered.  It 
came  back  again. 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  the  scout. 

“Why,  that  was  a  rebel  signal!”  exclaimed  Burrel,  who 
knew  well  all  the  signals  of  the  scouts  of  both  armies. 

“You  are  mistaken,”  said  Bird,  blandly.  “That  signal  came 
from  one  of  Marion’s  scouts.” 

“Well,  isn’t  he  a  rebel?” 

“No;  he  is  a  loyal  man,  fighting  for  his  native  land,”  was 
the  reply. 

“Look  here,  who  are  you?  You  talk  very  strangely  for  a 
man  who  wears  the  king’s  uniform.” 

“My  name  is  Bird,”  was  the  reply,  “and  your  name  is  Bur¬ 
rell.” 

With  a  tiger-like  growl,  Burrell,  unarmed  as  he  was,  sprang 
forward  and  clutched  at  the  old  scout’s  throat.  But  Bird  was 
too  quick  for  him.  He  gave  him  a  blow  between  the  eyes  with 
his  clenched  fist  that  sent  him  reeling  senseless  to  the  earth. 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  the  relentless  old  patriot,  “you  would 
rather  I  would  kill  you  now,  but  I  won’t.” 

Taking  a  strong  cord  from  his  pocket  he  proceeded  to  bind 
Burrell’s  hands  behind  his  back.  By  the  time  he  was  through 
tying  him  Burrell  opened  his  eyes. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do.  Bird?”  he  asked. 

‘‘Just  wait  and  see,”  was  the  reply.  “I  have  been  looking 
for  you  these  three  years,  and  was  several  times  close  to  you, 
but  could  not  get  at  you.  Only  this  morning  I  heard  ->u 
were  with  Rawdon,  and  I  made  up  my  mind  to  get  my  fand^’ 
on  you.  I  came  over,  killed  the  sentinel  on  post,  put  Ai  his 
clothes,  and  as  a  British  soldier  put  up  the  job  on  you.” 

“But  what  are  you  going  to  do?”  Burrell  asked  again. 

“Wait  and  see,”  was  the  reply.  “You  and  I  have  been 
good  friends,  you  know  Trust  to  my  friendship  and  wait.” 

By  this  time  the  signals  from  over  the  river  ceased,  ana 
in  a  few  minutes  a  canoe  shot  across  the  stream  to  the  side 
where  Bird  and  his  prisoner  was  waiting. 

Bird  made  Burrell  get  in  first,  holding  to  the  cord  to  pre¬ 
vent  his  getting  away.  Burton  then  rowed  back  to  the  other 
side,  and  landed  them  in  a  thicket. 

Burton  concealed  the  canoe  and  joined  them  in  the  thicket. 
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"Where  bow,  Bird?*'  he  asked. 

“To  my  old  home  down  on  the  Pedee,”  was  the  reply. 
with  me,  Burton.  It  may  be  the  last  request  I  shall  ever 
make  to  a  comrade." 

“Then  I’ll  go,  old  comrade,”  said  Burton. 

"Walt  till  I  take  off  this  livery  of  the  tyrant,”  and  in  an¬ 
other  moment  the  brave  old  patriot  had  thrown  off  the  bril¬ 
liant  uniform  of  Britain  and  cast  it  into  the  river.  Then 
he  took  hold  of  the  cord  and  pushed  on  through  the  forest. 

The  old  home  of  Bird  was  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Pedee 
river,  but  only  the  chimneys  of  the  house  remained — black¬ 
ened  and  charred  timbers  lay  scattered  around. 

Down  below  the  barnyard  was  a  small  mound  where  lay 
buried  the  only  son  Bird  had  born  to  him — murdered  by  Bur¬ 
rell,  the  Tory.  He  had  been  buried  where  he  fell. 

"Do  you  remember  this  spot.  Burrell?”  Bird  asked. 

“Yes,  I  think  I  do.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  it  This  is  the  grave  of  my  murdered 
boy.  I  have  brought  you  here  to  slay  you.  I  am  going  to 
burn  you  to  death,  Burrell.” 

The  prisoner  turned  deathly  pale. 

"Why  not  shoot  me  as  I  did  your  boy?”  he  gasped. 

"That  would  not  make  you  suffer  enough,”  and  tying  him 
to  a  small  tree  with  a  chain,  he  and  Burton  proceeded  to  pile 
fagots  around  him. 

Burrell  begged  as  no  mortal  ever  begged  before,  but  neither 
of  the  old  Santee  scouts  paid  any  attention  to  him.  When 
the  fagots  were  piled  up  breast  high  the  old  scout  touched 
fire  to  them.  They  burned  slowly  but  surely,  and  the  flames 
began  to  kiss  the  body  and  limbs  of  the  villain. 

“  Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  Bird,  as  a  piercing  shriek  escaped 
Burrell.  “Yell  louder!  It’s  the  music  my  soul  longs  for. 
Whoop!  That’s  it.  Don't  it  feel  good?  Tell  the  devil  I  sent 
you  to  him  a  chariot  of  flame.  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

The  flames  arose  higher  and  higher,  and  enveloped  the 
victim,  whose  cries  soon  ceased,  and  in  another  hour  only  a 
charred,  blackened  corpse  hung  against  the  tree. 

"Come  away,”  said  Bird  to  his  comrade,”  let  him  remain 
there  as  a  warning  to  others,  and  a  monument  of  my  ven¬ 
geance.” 

The  two  scouts  went  back  to  the  camp  of  the  Swamp  Fox, 
and  the  war  waged  hotter  than  ever.  But  at  last  the  old  hero 
saw  the  last  British  soldier  leave  the  soil  of  his  native  land 
acknowledged  by  the  haughty  foe.  He  went  to  his  old  home 
again,  rebuilt  the  house,  and  spent  the  rest  of  his  life  in  soli¬ 
tude,  dying  at  last,  known  as  the  “last  of  the  scouts  of  the 
Santee.” 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  "EDWIN  FORREST’S  BOY 
PUPIL,;  OR  THE  STRUGGLES  AND  TRIUMPHS  OF  A 
BOY  ACTOR.” 


CARING  FOR  CANARIES. 

When  choosing  a  cvage  for  your  canary  consider  first 
the  comfort  of  the  bird  rather  than  a  desire  for  ornate 
appearance,  advise  officials  of  the  Department  of  Agri¬ 
culture.  Though  canaries,  when  acclimated,  can  endure 
a  great  degree  of  cold  without  discomfort,  they  are  very 
susceptible  to  sudden  changes  in  temperature  and  cold 
drafts  soon  prove  fatal. 

This  should  be  borne  in  mind  in  selecting  a  place  for 
the  cage.  Wherever  placed  the  cage  must  be  kept  scrup¬ 
ulously  clean  if  the  bird  is  to  remain  in  good  health  and 
free  from  vermin. 

The  prime  food  requisite  is  the  common  canary  seed, 
to  which  is  added  a  small  quantity  of  grape  seed  and  a 
little  hemp.  In  addition  to  this  lettuce,  chickweed  or 

bit.  of  apple  should  be  placed  between  the  wires  of  the 
cage  frequently. 


4,200  MILES  TO  WED. 

After  coming  4,200  miles  to  wed  the  man  she  had  met 
in  Antwerp,  Belgium,  Miss  Alice  Rubens  and  Ira  Weav¬ 
er,  a  returned  soldier,  were  married  in  Danville,  Ill., 
recently.  The  bridegroom  was  serving  with  the  106th 
Engineer  Train  .when  he  p^et  Miss  Rubepa. 


He  was  walking  down  the  streets  of  Antwerp  when 
he  noticed  a  young  man  having  trouble  with  his  automc* 
bile.  Weaver  stopped,  offered  his  services,  and  the  mo¬ 
tor  was  soon  running.  He  was  invited  to  the  home  of 
the  man  whom  he  had  assisted,  and  there  met  the  sister. 

Their  friendship  quickly  ripened  into  love  and  when 
he  returned  to  the  United  States  it  was  with  the  prom-, 
ise  that  she  would  soon  follow.  His  bride  arrived  and 
a  marriage  license  was  procured  in  short  order.  They 
will  live  ni  Danville. 


LEFT  FORTUNE  TO  SERVANT. 

t 

Kate  Mulcahy,  gray-haired  and  rheumatic,  is  heir  to 
an  estate  between  $100,000  and  $200,000  left  by  her 
mistress,  Mrs.  John  McCabe,  of  Carlyle,  Ill.,  but  rela-^ 
tives  of  the  dead  woman  are  going  to  try  to  break  the 
will. 

Kate  served  Mrs.  McCabe  forty-one  years.  Mrs.  Mc¬ 
Cabe’s  husband  was  a  prosperous  physician  when  Kate 
came  to  work  for  them.  He  died,  leaving  little  prop* 
erty.  Kate  left  for  a  time,  but  Mrs.  McCabe’s  urgent 
pleas  caused  her  to  return  at  a  financial  sacrifice. 

Mrs.  McCabe  said  Kate  should  be  the  sole' heir  to  the 
mistress’  property  of  Kate  would  stick  by  her  till  death. 

Then  oil  was  struck  on  the  McCabe  property,  making 
Mrs.  McCabe  the  richest  woman  in  Clinton  County.  She 
kept  her  promise  to  Kate  just  the  same. 

r 


COYOTES  IN  A  BAG. 

The  coyote  is  unpopular  both  among  human  beings 
and  among  its  fellow  animals;  but  the  coyote  is  a  very 
intelligent  as  well  as  unpopular,  evidently  sharing  these 
peculiarities  with  the  fox. 

Two  young  men  who  lived  near  Gaarfield,  in  the  State 
of  Washington — Mathews  and  Babcock  by  name — were 
ploughing  one  spring  when  they  came  upon  a  family  of 
three  young  coyotes.  They  took  possession  of  the  little 
creatures;  and  meantime  the  old  coyotes,  the  little  ones’ 
parents,  kept  hovering  about  in  an  unpleasant  way. 

By  and  by,  to  get  rid  of  them,  Mathews  went  to  his 
house,  got  his  brother  Henry,  a  gun  and  a  gunny-sack.  ' 
The  little  coyotes  were  put  into  the  sack  which  was  then 
securely  tied  at  the  mouth.  The  old  coyotes  now  dis¬ 
appeared,  but  in  the  hope  of  luring  them  so  near  that 
he  could  get  a  shot  at  them,  Mathews  went  to  following  Q 
the  ploughmen  about  the  field,  leaving  at  the  end  the  bag 
with  the  little  ones.  Two  or  three  times  the  party  went 
around  the  field ;  but  although  the  old  coyotes  were  seen 
they  kept  at  a  safe  distance.  *  •. 

But  soon  as  the  ploughmen  and  the  gunner  came 
around  toward  the  place  where  they  had  left  the  sack 
they  saw  a  strange  sight;  it  was  the  old  mother  coyote, 
with  the  sack  in  her  mouth,  making  off  over  the  hill  at  *1 
full  speed. 

Henry  fired  at  her,  but  without  effect.  She  made  good 
her  escape  with  her  puppies  tied  up  in  the  sack,  and  I 
doubtless  she  had  no  difficulty  in  ripping  the  bag  open 
and  liberating  the  young  ones  as  soon  as  she  reached  a 
safe  place. 

If  she  had  been  so  foolish  as  to  attempt  to  open  the  - 
sack  before  picking  up  the  puppies  she  would  certainly;  ~ 
have  lost  the  £oung  opes  and  her  life* 


PU  CK  AND  LUCK. 


'Hie  Midnight  Shadow 
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The  Mystery  of  the 
Seven  Steps 

By  WILLIAM  WADE 

(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  III.  (Continued). 

\ 

Oliver  began  to  forget  it  all,  but  it  was  forced  back 
to  mind  again  when  one  day  the  long  prophesied  hap¬ 
pening  happened. 

An  entire  day  passed,  and  Henry  Grady  did  not 

Appear. 

Oliver  was  terribly  troubled  when  lie  reached  the 
office  next  morning  and  found  that  the  old  man  did 

£^iot  come. 

When  he  left  the  office  two  days  before  lie  carried 
with  him  some  pieces  of  antique  jewelry,  newly  set  with 
diamonds  which  he  valued  at  $10,000,  and  which  lie 
^expected  to  sell  to  a  Mrs.  Jousard,  the  wife  of  a  mil¬ 
lionaire  silk  manufacturer. 

Oliver  at  once  locked  up  the  office,  and  went  out 
to  a  telephone,  for  they  had  none. 

*  After  some  difficulty  he  succeeded  in  getting  Mrs. 
Jousard  at  the  other  end  of  the  wire,  and  explained 
the  situation. 

The  lady  then  informed,  him  that  she  had  pu 
chased  the  jewelry,  and  had  paid  Mr.  Grady  in  cash, 
which  last,  did  not  surprise  Oliver,  for  it  was  another 
of  the  old  man’s  peculiarities  to  keep  no  bank  ac¬ 
count.  He  always  insisled  upon  being  paid  cash. 

Thus  it  was  made  plain  that.  Mr.  Grady  must  have 
4  had  this  large  sum  upon  him  when  he  left  Mrs. 
Jousard ’s  house  at  about  three  in  the  afternoon. 

Oliver  now  began  to  think  of  bis  promise. 
i  He  concluded  to  live  up  to  the  letter  of  it  and  open 
the  drawer  at  once,  which  he  did  with  a  hammer 
and  cold  chisel. 

At  first,  he  thought  that  the  drawer  was  empty, 
p  but  upon  pulling  it  out  further  he  found  a  sheet  of 
’  folded  paper. 

Opening  this,  he  found  written  upon  it  the  combina¬ 
tions  of  both  safes,  and  the  following  lines: 

“Oliver. — Say  nothing  to  the  police.  Notify  ray 
brother  by  letter — Francis  Debevoise,  No.  1168  Pine 
street,  San  Francisco.  Pending  the  arrival  of  in¬ 
structions  from  him,  make  no  effort  to  find  me,  but 
open  the  safes  and  continue  the  business.  Start  a  bank 
account  and  deposit  what  money  you  take  in.  I  rely 
upon  you  to  do  as  1  request  Henry  Grady.” 

What  did  it  mean? 

If  Henry  Grady’s  brother  was  Francis  Debevoise, 
then  he  must  either  be  a  balqf-brothcr,  or  Grady  was 

an  assumed  name. 


Oliver  sat  right  down  and  wrote  Mr.  Debevoise  a 
full  account  of  tin*  disappearance. 

He  also  took  it  upon  himself  to  telegraph  us  follows: 

“Henry  Grady  has  disappeared. 

.  “Oliver  Newman,  Clerk.” 

The  clay  passed,  and,  the  old  jewelry  man  did 
not.  turn  up. 

It  was  the  same  next  morning. 

Oliver  felt  that  he  ought  tc  notify  the  police,  but 
when  he  read  the  telegram  which  he  found  awaiting 
him,  he  determined  not  to  do  so. 

It  read  thus: 

“Obey  my  brother’s  ••rders.  Letter  follows. 

F.  Debevoise.” 

And  such  was  the  mystery  of  Henry  Grady. 

Oliver  made  up  his  mind  that  it  was  very  doubtful 
if  he  ever  saw  his  old  boss  again. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OUT  AFTER  THE  MIDNIGHT  SHADOW. 

If  Oliver  Newman  was  a  timid  boy,  he  was  also  a 
wise  one. 

He  asked  nobody’s  advice,  but  after  a  lot  of  heavy 
thinking  determined  on  his  course,  and  started  in  to 
carry  it  out. 

He  knew  that  there  was  much  valuable  stock  in  tho 
two  safes..  He  also  knew  that  Mr.  Grady  kept  no 
memorandum  of  it,  but  had  trusted  entirely  to  his 
memory. 

Moreover,  although  I  he  building  was  a  perfect  old 
firetrap,  these  valuable  goods,  the  accumulation  of 
years,  were  not  even  insured.  * 

If  Mr.  Debevoise  comes  on  from  California  I  shall 
be  held  strictly  accountable  for  all  this  stuff,”  thought 
Oliver.  “I  must  look  out  for  myself,  or  I  shall  land 
in  jail.” 

In  a  rough  way  he  valued  the  stock  at  about  $100,- 
000.  Henry  Grady  bought  freely,  ami  tie  had  bought 
more  than  he  could  ever  hope  to  dispose  of  other  than 
at  a  sacrifice.  Much  of  the  stock  in  the  safes  was  un¬ 
suitable  for  the  old  man’s  trade,  but  broken  up  for  old 
gold  and  silver,  and  the  gems  removed  from  their  set¬ 
tings  so  that  they  could  be  sold  in  bulk,  all  had  a 
commercial  value. 

Bright  business  boy  that  he  was,  Oliver  took  all  this 
into  consideration. 

There  Avas  not  one  chance  in  a  thousand  that  llu 
Californian  Avoifld  want  to  permanently  continue  his 
brother’s  peculiar  business. 

He  could  not  have  done  it  if  he  would,  for  the 
business  was  a  part  of  Henry  Grady’s.  There  was  no 
list  of  his  customers  in  the  office.  Even  Oliver  kneAv 
comparatively  feAv  of  T-aem. 

If  Henry  Grady  was  dead  ’his  business  had  died 
with  him,  and  that  was  all  there  Avas  to  it. 

So  Oliver  at  once  called  in  an  expert  accountant, 
and  they  went  over  the  stock  together,  invoicing  every¬ 
thing. 

Oliver  set  the  prices,  and  he  wisely  set  them  at  about 
25  per  cent,  lower  than  Henry  Grady’s  valuation,  or 
about  Avbat  he  thought  could  be  realized  at  a  sacrifice. 

(To  be  Continued.) 
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‘WANTED  TO  LICK  TEACHER.  Many  of  the  large  wineries  are  gathering  and  crush- 

Neal  Campbell,  eight  years  ago.  was  eleven  years  old.  ing  grapes  as  usual.  Many  wine  grapes  are  being  ship- 
He.  attended  the  Failing  Grammar  School  in  Portland,  •  ped  East  instead  of  bein  a  drug  on  the  market  and  FH 
0ro  to  rot  in  the  fields,  as  was  prophesied  freely.  Wipe 

And  Neal  threw  spitballs  in*  the  classroom.  One  hit 'grapes  now  are  bringing  $50  a  Ion. 

Marjorie  Brown.  The  ten-year-old  girl  cried.  H.  J.  j  .  - ■ 

BoycK  the  principal,  investigated  the  cause  of  her  grief.  GREATEST  ARCH  SPAN  TX  THE  WORLD. 

And.  as  a  result.  Principal  Boyd  applied  the  tradi- 1  The  steel  arch  bridge  across  Hell  Gate  from  AYeM  ' 

Hemal  birch  rod  1o  the  alleged  culprit.  i  island  to  the  Bronx  will  soon  be  ready  for  traffic.  Tt  is 

Xeal  grew  to  young  manhood  and  left  Portland,  He  the  heaviest  and  greatest  arch  bridge  in.  the  world,  hav¬ 
en]  istefHn  the  navy.  But  the  intervening-  years  and  j  ing  a  span  of  101.6  feet  .10  inches.  It  will  enable  pas-' 
war  service  didn’t  obliterate  Neal’s  recollection  of  the  |  sengersyon  railroad  trans  to  pass  through  Nbw  York 
licking  administered  by  Principal  Boyd.  j  City  going  north  or  south  without  any  of  the  ineon- 

So,  when  Xeal  returned  to  Portland  lie  planned  to  vemences  hitherto  encountered.  • 

gratify  an  eight-year-old  desire  io  lick  his  former  teach-;  •  The  HelJ  Gate  bridge  is  the  work  of  the  Pennsylvania 
cr.  He  walked  to  the  Failing  School  and  announced  liis j  Railroad.  It  will  save  time  and  money  in  the  operation 
intention.  :  of  the  road  for  freight  and  passenger  purposes.  .It  is 

But  the  city  school  have  telephones.  So'  lias  the  police  part  of  a  ten-mile  project  known  as  the  New  York  C’on- 
station.  Just  as  Neal  was  about  to  get  revenge  the  cops  necting  Railroad.  The  East  River  Division  of  this  sma'? 

lino  cost  $30,000,000  alone.  All  told,  it  is  the  most  ex¬ 
pensive  railroad  ever  built. 

This  division,  of  which  Ihc  bridge  is  a  part,  covert 
three  and  one-half  miles.  The  bridge  represents  aii  out- 
lav  of  $12,000,000.  Jt  took  19,000  tons  of  steels  alone 


arrived  on  the  scene  and  blasted' all  Ills  fond  hopes. 


ARTIFICIAL  LIGHT. 

Dr.  Walter  Clark  of  Philadelphia  has  recently  made 


some  interesting  investigations  to  find  out  lion  the  for  Hie  structure.  It  is  the  longest  four-track  railroad 
time  lighting  conditions  in  lus  compare  with  those  oj  ' 


to-day.  Popular  Science,  reporting  tile  results  of  has 
studies,  says:  He  lias  discovered  that  until  as  late  as 
‘1355  only  dickering  sperm  oil  and  handles  were  in  use. 
NqI  until  the  following  decade  did  the  “highly  improv- 
'(•3  and  universally  used’’  kerosene  lamp  appear. 

Gas  did  not  conic  out  until  the  period  between  186b 
and  1875.  And  then  onl\  the.  wealthy ■  ^ou Id  use  it.  It 
sold  at  $2.50  per  thousand  cubic  feet!  The.  efficient  pre¬ 
pared  mantle  name,  out  teu  years  later,  revolutionizing  j 
artificial  illumination.  The  present  era  began  in  1895.  | 
when  eras  and  electricity  came  into  general  use,  gas  sell¬ 
ing  at  $1  per  thousand 
cents  per  kilowatt  hour 

and  t.lie  electric  filament  have  seen  a  rest  improvements 
so  that  to  day  the  average  family  'is  obtaining  about 


bridge,  and  is  able  to  support  a.  greater  load  per  lineal 


foot  than  any  other  bridge  extant.  It  is  expected  that 
the  railroad  for  which  the  bridge  was  built  and  which 
will  connect  New  England  with  Bay  Bridge,  will  be  in 
operation  April  1 


SHIP  KNEES  OF  VITAL  TATPORTAXCE. 

One  of  the  piosl  important  articles  entering  into  the 
construction  of  a,  wooden  ship  is  the  knee.  A  ship  knee, 
according  to  the  National  Lumber  Manufacturers  Asso- 


' 


ciati.cn.  is  a  right  angled  wooden  brace  used  1o  give 


L  .  ®  ,  ,  ,  •  '.  *'  ‘  ,  1  ’  strength  to. the  framing  and  5s  fashioned  from  the  nature 

A  IF  a!  f*.T  T  31  .riorook  of  a  1.r«  formed  by  a  hcajry.  shallow  horizontal 

.  iiw  .'is  ••  ’r-  -a-  (root  and  a  section  of  the  trunk  Knees  when  finished 


eighteen  times  as  much  light  tlw  people  ox  half  a  cen-  ,  -.  ,  ,  .  . ,  1  , 

li.i  ,  ,,  ,  ’  1  ,i  ,  brought  about,  b'  the  war  1 

•ury  ago  had,  though  they  pay  onlv . about  three-quart-  .  » 

,  -  zj-  .v  Tin.  ,,  i  ment  ot  a  sawmill  at  Portlac 


en>  as  much  for  it  as  their  grandfathers  did  for  the  dim 
lights  of  other  days. 


CALIFORNIA  TO  MAKE  WINE 


National  Prohibition  will  not  bring  disaster  to  the 
grape  growing  and  wine  making  industry  in  Southern 
California,  according  to  reports  to-day  to  International 
Revenue  Collector  John  P.  Carter. 

In  preparing  to  meet  the  requirements  of  the  National 
law,  which  goes'  into  effect  January  16,  1920,  the  manu¬ 
facturers  have  made  a  discovery  by  which  they  will  be 
able  to  make  wine  complying  with  the  requirements  of 
the  Government.  The  alcoholic  content  will  be  reduced 


arc  sometimes  as  much  as  six  or  seven  feet  high. 

The  tremendous  impetus  to  wooden  shipbuilding 

has  resulted  in  the  establish¬ 
ed,  Ore...  designed  exclusively 
|  for  the  finishing  of  ship  knpes.  The  timber  preferred 
is  second  growth  Douglas  fir,  growing  in,  shallow  soil  so 
that  the  roots  turn  off  at  right  angles  to  the  trunk  and 
thus  give  the  proper  shape.  A  tract  of  timber  that  will 


produce  from  five  to  seven  knees  to  the  acre  is  consid¬ 
ered  a  ooad  location  for  a  camp. 

The  root  portion  desired  is  uncovered  and  cut  off  two 
or  more  feet  from  the  point  where  it  joins  the  body  of 
the  tree.  The  remaining  roots  are  then  cut  and  the 
tree  wedged  over  by  hand  in  case  it  does  not  fall,  after 
which  the  trunk  is  cut  six  or  seven  feet  from  the  root 
and  the  stump  is  then  transported  to  the  mill  for  finish¬ 
ing. 

The  standardized  wooden  ship  requires  some  200  knees 


also 


to  one  half  of  one  per  cent. 

The  new  process  is  said  to  leave  the  wine  sweet  and  of  all  sizes,  while  another  type  of  wooden  shit 
palatable  and  capable  ol  being  kept  an  indeterminate ! under  construction,  requires  more  than  160  knees  li 
time,  while  the  alcohol  which  remained  in  the  content  addition  to  the  production  of  knees  bv  the  special  caw 
under  t.he  okl  process  is  removed  and  may  be  utilized  as! mill  at  Portland,  various  operators  are  also  'mttiusr  ' 
a  by-product  ...  -  by  the  old  method  of  hand  hewing  in  Ihc 


out 
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FROM  ALL  POINTS 


WjOMAX  BITTEN  BY  RATTLER. 

•Mr^.  G.  C.  Wallace  was  bitten  by  a  rattlesnake  while 
w  in  tlie  bam  at  her  farm  house,  two  miles 

Bftwrth  of  Lincoln,  Kan.  She  hail  reached  into  a  nest 
when  the  snake  struck  at  her  hand,  hitting'  her  between 
the  lingers.  Her  hand  swelled  to  an  enormous  size  at 
M out  she  is  recovering.  The  snake  was  killed. 


OPERATION  STOPS  CROWING. 

*  People  of  Lakewood,  0.,  some  time  ago  started  rais¬ 
ing  i-hiekens  to  help  beat  the  high  eost  of  living.  The 
Betters  crowed  so  loudly,  however,  that  neighbors  eoin- 
,  pla:  il  because  their  sleep  was  disturbed.  Dr.  Robin- 
■son.  Din*  of  the  chicken  raisers,  solved  the.  difficulty.  He 

O'  1  that  by  a  simple  surgical  operation  the  roost- 

Q  i-  s  »wow  could  be  reduced  to  a  4  mere  squeak.  Vocal 
(ga:  :on>  of  ail  roosters  now  arc  being  submitted  to  the 
Pku:fe  and  chicken  raising  has  resumed. 

BOY’S  SHAME  MAKES  HEM  BLIND. 

I  Instantaneous  blindness  due.  to  hysteria,  brought  on 
pf  the  shame  of  bis  conviction  and  terror  at  incareera- 
B:on  in  a  penal  institution,  won  a  pp.ro le  for  Emery  V. 
■  iillstune  of  Dunkirk,  N.  Y„  sixteen  year- -o’ld  victim'  of  • 

♦  nwitting  transgression  of  the  postal  laws. 

line  of  the  nn usual  cases  of  nh-dic.al  history  was  re¬ 
vealed  bv  the  announcement  that  the  Parole  Board  of> 
•  » 

-  t he  National  Training  School  for  Boys  had,'  Attorney 
M ieneral  Palmer  approving,  given  the  Jad  liis.  freedom. 
With  the  knowledge  that  he  ran  begin  life  anew  and 
!  the  chance  of  obtaining  a  Presidential  pardon  "before  he 

*  comes  'of  age  to  vote  young  B histone  is  expected  to  re¬ 
prover  entirely  from  the  blindness. 

*  The  lad  had  taken  up  chicken  farming  as  a  relief  from 
I  his  studies  and  was  so  successful  that  he  attempted  to 
I  broaden  his  business  by  taking  mail  orders,  and  came 
Lin  collision  with  the  postal  authorities.  He  was  given  a 
I  maximum  sentence  of  a  year  and  a  day  after  trial  at 
'  Jamestown. 

Less  than  ten  day  after  his  arrival  at  the  reform 
l  school-  the  youth  was  stricken  with  blindness.  A  spe- 
-t  ■  ■  a  1 1  s t.  proved  his  affliction  to  be  a  genuine  ease  of  amau- 
I  rosis,  or  absolute  blindness,  arising  from  hysteria,  some- 
|  thing  very  rare. 

On  the  diagnosis  that  removal  of  the  cause  was  neees- 
’  ry  to  effect  a  cure,  the  boy's  father  and  Representa¬ 
tive  Lewis  of  New  York,  undertook  to  obtain  his  parole. 
Jn  the  disability  of  President  Wilson  to  act  because  of 
ids  illness,  the  Parole  Board  and  Attorney  General 

*  i'akr  -r  restored  the  boy  to  his  family. 


NEW  SAPPHIRE  BED. 

5.  T.  DPkinson  declares  that,  lie  has  found  a  happhire 


lie  had  the  gems  cut  and  polished  in  Denver,  St.  LouB 
and  Cincinnati.  The  man  who  cut  the  last  batch 
thought  one  of  the  stones  so  beautiful  he  bought  it  for 
himself. 

Montata  sapphires  after  being  cut  make  brilliant,  jew¬ 
els.  The  demand  for  them  has  greatly  increased  since 
the  war.  They  command  good  prices,  arid  if. Dickin¬ 
son’s  mine  turns  out  as  rich  as  lie  'describes  he  has  a  for¬ 
tune  in  sight.  , 

“It  is  easy  to  tell  rough  sapphires  when  you  find 
them,”  said  Dickinson.  “They  arc  white,  covered  with 
a  thin  coating  of  a  substance  that  looks  like  lithe. 
When  you  look  through  them  against  sunlight,  you 
catch  blue  flashes  and  something  seems  to  move  inside 
them.  You  arc.  apt  to  find  them  on  high  land  or  in  the 
bottom  of  little  coulees." 


SEA  FURNISHES  NEW'  i .FATHER, 

Many  business  enterprises  in  new  fields  will  date 
Horn  the  war.  It  has  forced  the  nations  involved  whqv 
vital  supplies  were  shut  off,  into  an  energetic  search  for 
substitutes  and  new  source, sPof  raw  material.  For  many 
of  these,  some  heretofore  considered  worthless,-  perma 
ent  markets  have  been  established.  To  meet  the  leather- 
shortage  in  tlu-  I  ’  ruled  States  the  skins  of  many  animals 
which  never  before  found  their  way  to  the  tanneries  are 
being  used.  The  sea  is  furnishing  a  largo  part  of  the 
new  supply. 

The  whale,  once  hunted  only  for  its  bone  and  oil.  is 
now-  providing  a  leather  rivalling  kid  in  softness,  white 
its  meat  is  rapidly  becoming  popular.  One  firm  sold 
247,000  pounds  of  whale  bleak  in  San  Francisco  and 
Seattle  last  year.  The  walrus  was  slaughtered  by  the 
thousand  .solely  for  its  tasks;  the  hide  of  this  ungainly 
animal  makes  the.  finest  of  'traveling  bags,  and  its  oil 
sells  for  75  cents  a  gallon,  writes  Phil  Norton  in  Popu¬ 
lar  Mechanics. 

The  thinning  of  the  walrus  herds  threatened  starva¬ 
tion  for  the  natives  of  Alaska*  so  the  Government  intro¬ 
duced  reindeer.  There  are  now  102,000  of  these  ani¬ 
mals,  which  produce  ah  excellent  leather,  and  they  arc 
rapidly  increasing.  A  Seattle  man  found  himself  un¬ 
able  to  secure  leather  to  fill  a  contract  of  $750,000.  By 
experiments  with  many  sea  and  land  animals  of  the 
Pacific  Northwest,  lie  was  able  to  meet  his  obligation  and 
to  create  a  new  market  for  these  hides. 

The  hair  seal  was  once  destroyed  by  the  thousand  be¬ 
cause  of  its  voracious  appetite  for  salmon.  Dynamite 
was  planted  in  the  bars  at  the  mouths  of  salmon  rivers 
to  blow  up  the  great  herds  of  fish  eaters  as  they  came  iu 
from  the  sea.  So  plentiful  are  those  marine  pes's  teat 
20,000  skins  of  the-  hair  seal  will  be  sold  this  year.  The 
sea  lion  and  the  shark  arc  also  being  hunted  for  timr 
skins;  Chink,  Japan  and  .Siberia  are  sending  us  new 
hides.  Experiments  are  encouraged  by  the  Goveru- 


bf*.l  near  Billings.  Mont.  He  is  keeping  t he  location  a 
v-r ret.  IE  saj-  -  it  is  within  half  a  mile  of  the  Billings 
Court  Ilou-c.  !!■•  e  rhibits  a  handful  of  gems  to  prove 

-i  ■ . 

ti,;;  :  t.  .. .  -.  lie  -aid  nothing  about  his  discovery  until 


ment. 

These  new  leathers  are  not  yet  cheap  because  a  lib¬ 
eral  price  must  be  paid  to  encourage  hunters  and  trap¬ 
pers;  but  so  many  necessary  and  beautiful  articles  can 
be  made  from  them  that  their  use  will  probably  not  end 
with  the  war. 
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LATEST  EVENTS 


BURNED  MONEY  BY  MISTAKE. 

Mrs.  Alexander  Sandor  of  M’Keesport,  Pa.,  is  going 
to  be  more  careful  hereafter  when  slit*  lights  the  wood 
fire  in  the  kitchen  range.  She  was  in  a  hurry  to  get  a 
fire  going  to  start  her  baking,  she  thrust  a  roll  of  pa¬ 
pers  into  the  grates,  piled  on  some  kindling  and  touched 
a  match.  The  lire  started  well,  blit  Mrs.  Sandor  was 
almost  prostrated.  She  found  the  roll  of  what  she  had 
believed  old  papers  was  a  package  containing  $2,000  in 
hills  and  all  had  been  burned  up. 


HOW  EIDER-DOWN  IS  OBTAINED. 

Eider  ducks  breed  in  thousands  on  some  of  the  small¬ 
er  islands  off  the  coast  of  Iceland.  The  birds  are  so 
tame  that  they  will  allow  anyone  to  stroke  their  feath¬ 
ers  or  lift  them  from  their  nests.  This  is  because  they 
are  protected  for  the  down,  which  is  a  large  item  of 
export  from  Iceland,  'l'he  b'rds  pluck  Hie  down  from 


their  breasts  to  line  their  nests.  When  these  are  well 


lined  the  owner  of  the  land  takes  the  down  from  the 
nests.  The  ducks  take  more  down  from  their  breasts, 
and  again  it,  is  removed  from  the  nests.  Eor  the  third 
time  the  ducks  pluck  down  from  their  breasts,  and  this 
time  they  are  not  disturbed  till  the  eggs  are  hatched; 
the  remaining  down  is  taken. 


BEES  AND  HORNETS  SPOILED  THEIR  PICNIC. 

A  gay  picnic  party  which  had  been  arranged  by 
xOung  women  in  Rochester,  N.  Y..  had  to  be  called  off 
and  probably  no  second  attempt  will  be  made  to  hold  it. 

The  girls  motored  out  to  Mrs.  Burke’s  farm  at  llon- 
f-vp  Falls  and  prepared  for  the  picnic.  All  of  the 
hampers  containing  a  wonderful  picnic  lunch  were  car¬ 
ried  to  a  nice  looking  grove.  One  of  the  girls  dropped 
a  basket  and  fled,  shouting  “Bees!  Hornets!”  All  thp 
others  fled,  but  none  was  as  speedy  as  the  bees  and  hor¬ 
nets,  for  nests  of  both  had  been  stepped  on.  Shouting 
of  the  girls  aroused  a  neighbor,  who  called  a  Sheriff. 

With  ten  deputies  Sheriff  Ralph  Burton  hurried  to 
the  scene  in  an  automobile.  The  Sheriff’s  party  was 
chased  away,  while  Mrs.  Burke  aided  in  the  application 
of  lotion. 


NEW  THINGS. 

Carbonator,  storage  tank,  cooler,  dispensing  faucets 
and  rack  for  glasses  are  combined  in  a  new  space-saving 
device  for  places  in  which  beverages  are  sold. 

Seaweed  is  being  used  in  England  as  a  binding  mate¬ 
rial  in  concrete  building  blocks  made  of  crushed  slag, 
and  other  heretofore  neglected  mineral  products. 

The  stand  for  a  new  electric  flatiron  automatically 
disconnects  the  current  when  the  iron  is  placed  upon  it,, 
the  current  flow  being  resumed  as  the  iron  is  lifted. 

According  to  a  British  scientist  who  investigated  sev¬ 
enty-eight  families,  including  more  than  3.000  individ¬ 
uals,  left  handedness  is  inherited,  often  through  several* 
generations. 

A  Chicago  man  is  the  inventor  of  portable  apparatus 
for  lifting  patients  fromAliospital  cots  without  disturb- , 
ing  them  and  moving  them  from  room  to  room  when 
necessary. 

Official  investigation  and  experiments  in  Spain  have 
shown  the  soil  of  Andalusia  to  be  adapted  to  cotton  rais¬ 
ing  and  that  extensive  swamps  can  be  reclaimed  a  net 
utilized. 

A  Minnesota  inventor’s  blizzard  fence  to  protect  rail¬ 
roads  has  panels  which  are  slid  up  posts  to  keep  pace 
with  the  force  of  storms  or  the  jarring  of  passing  trains. 

Both  visible  and  audible  warning  signals  arc  given, 
the  latter  electrically,  by  a  new  English  device  when 
the  circulation  of  water  in  I  he  jackets  of  an  internal 
combustion  engine  falls  below  normal. 
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By  J.  P.  RICHARDS 

*  - * 

(A  Serial  Story) 

*  '  CHAPTER  HI. 

THE  MAN  WITH  THE  BANJO. 

4 

*  Rut  they  could  discover  no  one,  and  were  reluctantly 
obliged  to  give  up  all  hope. 

“They  are  all  done  for,  Bob,  surest  thing  you  know/’ 
said  Sandy. 

“Indeed,  it  looks  so/’  replied  Bob,  with  a  sigh.  “It 
i!  terrible.  Poor  Captain  Todd!  He  was  always  so 
good  and  kind  to  me.” 

f  He  brushed  away  the  tears,  for  now  he  was  think¬ 
ing  of  old  Mike  Noonan,  too,  •who  had  indeed  been  a 
good  friend. 

But  there  was  nothing  to  be  done. 

There  was  no  sign  of  a  beach  to  give  them  hope. 
(  ^  Even  now  the  falling  tide  had  brought  the  water 
level  much  below  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

The  chances  are  that  at  no  other  stage  of  the  tide 

*  could  these  two  boys  have  escaped  as  they  did. 

*  They  returned  to  the  house  and  sat  by  the  fire  until 
morning. 

While  it  was  still  dark  Sandy  cooked  breakfast. 

When  daylight  finally  came  the  boys  again  went  to 
the  edge  of  the  cliff  and  walked  miles  in  both  direc¬ 
tions. 

At  several  points  they  saw  the  wreckage  of  the 
1  Steer  bobbing  about  in  the  water,  but  no  sign  of  a 
*body. 

There  could  be  no  longer  the  least  doubt  that  the 
I  schooner  had  gone  to  pieces  and  that  all  on  board  save 
I  themselves  had  perished. 

Bob  and  Sandy  lived  two  weeks  at  D.  Miehaelson ’s 
house,  and  never  saw  a  soul 

They  had  no  idea  what  they  ought  to  do. 

That  they  were  a  good  hundred  miles  from  the  near 
-test  port,  and  perhaps  much  more,  they  knew. 

And  yet  as  the  season  was  advancing  and  winter 
rapidly  closing  in,  they  knew  that  they  were  running  a 
great  risk. 

I*  But  they  dreaded  to  leave,  for  they  had  no  tent,  no 
fire-arms,  no  means  of  carrying  provisions  enough  to  see 
them  through  their  journey,  which  would  necessarily 
be  a  rough  one. 

*  As  day  followed  day,  they  expected  each  one  would 
surely  bring  D.  Miehaelson,  but  he  did  not  come. 
Meanwhile  two  big  appetites  were  making  a  big 
i  hole  in  the  provisions. 

Sandy  set  snares  and  caught  a  few  rabbits,  some¬ 
thing  which  Bob  had  not  supposed  existed  so  far  north. 
Then  they  found  a  place  about  two  miles  distant 
^v.here  there  was  a  chanco  to  get  down  pretty  close 


to  the  water,  and  here  they  caught  fish,  which  helped 
out  some. 

All  this  time  it  had  been  very  mild  for  the 
season,  but  at  last  came  a  good  hard  snow  storm.  - 

When  Bob  and  Sandy  turned  in  that  night  it  was 
coming  down  in  great  shape,  and  the  next  day  every¬ 
thing  was  buried. 

A  good  three  feet  of  snow  had  fallen. 

Then  came  a  two  days’  thaw,  and  then  a  freeze. 

If  the  boys  had  been  provided  with  dogs  now  would 
have  been  their  time.  As  it  was  they  were  in  a  bad  fix; 
unless  somebody  came  to  their  relief. 

Bob  went  to  sleep  quite  worried  that  night. 

He  blamed  himself  for  not  having  made  a  move 
to  reach  civilization. 

Suppose  D.  Miehaelson  did  not  return  all  winter  1 
Suppose  he  was  dead  and  never  returned? 

The  thought  was  anything  but  pleasant,  to  say  the 
least  . 

And  that  was  the  night  the  change  in  their  fortunes 
came. 

The  boys  were  sound  asleep  when  suddenly  away 
along  in  the  middle  of  the  night  they  were  aroused 
by  someone  shouting.' 

Bob  sprang  up  to  find  the  room  light,  and  an  Esqui¬ 
mau  wrapped  in  fur  standing  by  the  bedside  bawding  at 
them. 

Now,  Bob  had  picked  up  a  little  Esquimau  talk,  and 
this  Esquimau  had  picked  up  some  English. 

As  we  could  not  write  in  Esquimau  dialect  if  we 
tried,  we  propose  to  cut  it  all  out,  and  give  what  this 
newcomer  had  to  say  in  plain  English. 

The  first  thing  he  said  was:  “  Who  are  you?” 

“Same  to  you,”  replied  Bob.  “We  were  ship¬ 
wrecked.  We  saw  the  sign  on  the  house,  so  we  have 
been  making  ourselves  at  heme  here.” 

“I  am  Anatok.  I  work  for  Mr.  Miehaelson,”  re 
plied  the  Esquimau. 

“Where  is  Mr.  Miehaelson?” 

“He’s  coming.  He  has  got  so  much  to  carry  that  he 
waited  for  the  ice  so  he  could  use  the  dogs.  He  will 
be  here  soon.  He  sent  me  ahead  for  provisions.” 

“That’s  it,”  said  Bob.  “I  hope  he  won’t  think  we 
have  eaten  more  than  our  share,  then.” 

“No,  no.  He  will  be  glad  to  see  you.  He  is  a  good 
man — good  to  everybody.  I  am  going  right  back  to 
him  tonight.  If  you  want  to  you  can  come  along.” 

Here  was  an  invitation. 

Bob  asked  how  long  a  journey  it  was. 

Anatok  thought  it  might  be  a  hundred  miles,  but 
as  the  Esquimaux  have  no  knowledge  whatever  of 
distance,  Bob  took  that  for  what  it  was  worth. 

The  boys  at  once  got  up  and  dressed. 

Outside  were  three  sleds  and  a  team  of  six  dogs. 

The  sleds  were  loaded  down  with  furs,  mostly  white 
bear  pelts,  and  the  skins  of  the  Arctic  fox. 

Anatok  informed  the  boys  that  Mr.  Miehaelson  was 
a  professional  hunter,  and  made  a  business  of  gathering 
furs.  •  ^fw1 

But  further  than  this  the  Esquimau  would  not  go. 

“The  boss  will  tell  his  own  business,”  he  said.  “It 
is  not  for  nje  to  talk  to  strangers  about  his  affairs.”- 

“Right/’  replied  Bob,  “and  I  don’t  want  you  to. 

“What  do  you  say,  Sandy?  Shall  we  go  back  with 
Anatok,  or  shall  we  wait  until  Mr.  Miehaelson  comes?” 


(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 
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PLUCK  AND  LUCK. 


INTERESTING  ARTICLES 


FACTORY  GIRLS  PAID  $4.67  A  MONTH. 

The  average  pay  of  factory  girls  of  Japan  is  $4.67  a 
month,  according  to  statistics  obtained  for  use  in  the 
nation-wide  campaign  of  the  Episcopal  Church  of  Am¬ 
erica. 

The  matter  of  a  living  wage  is  a  changeable  quantity ; 
it  varies  wdth  nations  and  localities.  In  America,  the 
country  of  the  comparatively  high  wage,  a  person  who 
receives  only  $4.67  a  month — not  a  day,  or  a  week,  but 
a  month — is  most  surely  to  be  pitied.  She  is  just  as 
much  to  be  pitied  here  in  Japan. 


CHILD  ESCAPES  COYOTE. 

Attracted  to  the  dooryard  by  an  unusual  noise  being 
made  by  her  flock  of  turkeys,  Mrs.  Thomas  Merchant, 
living  east  of  Bend.,  Ore.,  found  a  coyote  running  to¬ 
ward  her  little  girl,  who  was  playing  in  the  yard.  The 
animal  w’as  frothing  at  the  mouth  and  is  believed  to 
have  been  rabid.  Mrs.  Merchant  had  just  time  to  snatch 
her  daughter  up  and  return  to  the  house  before  the 
coyote  reached  the  spot  where  the  little  girl  was  at  play. 

The  coyote  afterward  attacked  a  dog  near  by  and  was 
fighting  with  it  when  a  neighbor,  summoned  by  tele¬ 
phone,  arrived  and  killed  it. 


MANY  GERMAN  GIRLS  ARE  BRITISH  BRIDES. 


Americans  are  not  the  only  soldiers  who  are  keen  for 
foreign  brides,  according  to  a  report  brought  here  by  a 
Leeds  soldier,  just  arrived  from  the  Army  of  Occupa¬ 
tion  in  Cologne.  He  says  that  in  the  Cathedral  of  that 
city  he  saw  twenty-three  British  soldiers  married  to  Ger¬ 
man  girls  in  one  day.  The  Cathedral  was  filled  with 
people  watching  the  fun. 

“One  man  who  came  home  with  me,”  the  Leeds  troop¬ 
er  reports,  “said  he  had  notified  his  Colonel  that  he 
would  forfeit  his  gratuity  and  all  his  pay  if  he  were 
permitted  to  remain  in  Cologne  and  marry  a  German 
girl.  The  Colonel  replied  that  lie  could  not  help  him, 
but  that  after  the  man  had  been  discharged  from  the 
service  at  home  he  might  get  a  passport  and  go  back  to 
the  Rhineland  and  marry  the  girl. 

“That  man  is  returning  to  Germany.  When  I  said  to 
him  what  I  thought  about  it,  lie  replied  that  he  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  a  girl  with  plenty  of  monej’’  and 
thought  he  might  as  well  marry  her,  as  he  had  no  ties  in 
England. 

“Any  night  in  Cologne  you  may.  see  our  men  with 
their  arms  around  German  girls.  Young  officers  are  as 
keen  for  the  girls  as  the  men.  Dozens  of  them  go  to 
the  dances  and  enjoy  thoroughly  the  company  they 
meet.  ’  ’ 


STRUGGLE  AGAINST  THE  SANDS. 

MW 

It  is  calculated  that  nine-tenths  of  the  coasts  of  the 
world  are  covered  with  sand.  What  is'  the  origin  of 
this  sand  and  to  what  circumstances  is  its  abundance 
due?  Men  of  science  have  explained  this  in  part  by 
saying  that  it  is  due  to  the  erosive  effect  of  the  waves 
upon  the  rocks,  but  it  is  generally  admitted  that  this 


is  not  sufficient  to  account  for  the  vast  quantity  of  sand 
that  borders  our  beaches.  Undoubtedly  a  very  consul 
erable  portion  representss  the  material  carried  to  <,«nd 
toward  the  ocean  by  the  storms  and  glaciers  of  the  Ice 
Age. 

The  distribution  of  sand  on  the  coast  depends,  in  foe 
first  place,  on  marine  currents  and  the  topographical 
aspects  of  the  coasts  themselves.  Where  there  is  no 
protection  in  the  shape  of  cliffs  the  coasts  are  covered 
with  enormous  quantities  of  sand,  but  its  advance  js 
checked  by  plants  and  vegetable  growths.  Sprou  d 
trailing  vines,  or  dragging  roots  serve  the  purpose  bi 
keeping  the  sand  in  place  and  iving  consistency  to  the 
appearance  of  the  average  beach.  Of  these  vegetabh 
growths,  those  are  calculated  to  serve  the  purpose  bes' 
which  are  most  abundant  and  whose  resisting  power  i 
strongest.  In  the  time  of  Elizabeth  a  law  was  passed 
prohibiting  the  destruction  of  such  beach  plants  as  fcueij 
tended  to  keep  back  the  sand  otherwise  carried  by  win' 
and  rain  to  the  detriment  of  crops. 

It  was  thus  early  recognized  that  plant  life  had  a 
influence  not  to  be  despised  in  the  formation  of  san 
hills  such  as  one  sees  in  such  plenty  on  the  coasts  o 
England  and  Flanders.  These  banks,  called  “dunes/ 
are  either  stationary  or  moving,  as  the  ease  may  ..be 
When  the  sand  deposited  on  the  coast  by  the  waves  i 
not  excessive  and  the  wind  blows  intermittently  om 
may  see  behind  the  sand  hill  the  vegetable  growth  thu 
is  giving  solidity  to  the  mass  from  its  roots  up.  In  till 
way  are  formed  the  stationary  dunes.  When  the  vegej 
tation  is  extended  as  far  as  the  sea  the  dune  grows  i 
this  direction  and  the  curious  spectacle  is  presented  o: 
the  ocean  reciding  before  the  advance  of  the  coast. 

A  well  known  building  in  Southport,  England,  wa 
built  on  a  beach  formed  in  just  this  way.  The  raovin 
dune,  although  the  same  in  origin  as  the  stationa 
ones,  owe  their  special  characteristic  to  their  great  mtf* 
and  the  direction  and  constancy  of  the  wind,  which  prej 
vents  their  finding  a  base  strong  enough  to  constitute 
hold  on  the  earth.  These  dunes  are  tossed  about,  ofte. 
advancing  into  the  interior  over  cultivated  ground  t 
the  despair  of  the  farmers. 

On  the  coasts  of  Gascony  there  are  points  where  th 
dimes  push  forward  more  than  four  yards  annually,  iij 
1780  the  advance  of  sand  upon  the  land  of  Bordeat^ 
was  the  occasion  of  despair  to  horticulturists  and  cro 
growers,  and  the  engineer,  Bremontier,  made  liimsej 
famous  by  converting  movable  dunes  into  stationary 
ones.  The  task  was  undertaken  to  form  a  wall  againr 
the  sand  invasion  by  making  a  palisade  of  the  dimes 
little  more  than  a  meter  high  and  putting  planks  bc| 
tween  each  pair.  When  the  sand  swept  over  the  board 
it  had  to  break  up  its  volume  in  the  effort,  and  little  M 
little  a  stationary  dune  would  form  with  an  iuclinati-ti 
of  from  seven  to  twelve  degrees  in  the  direction  of  th 
sea.  Behind  this  palisade  was  conveniently  disposed 
wide  zone  of  the  hardier  shrubs. 

France  is  by  no  means  the  only  country  that  has  u 
dertaken  to  contest  the  advance  of  sand.  In  Hollauj 
and  also  in  Denmark  the  problem  lias  been  studied 
centuries. 


PRICES 
Eilt>nj»*.n  S I -25 
Linen  v Wesh)  $1.50 
Finn  Glove  Silk. $2.00 
Heavy  «|  (Mesh)  $2.50 

At  your  dccler*  or  sent  postpaid  on  receipt  of  pries 

A.  It  CHISHOLM  CO.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Su.:«  54  1  1328  Broadway 


{?UICK  HAIR  GROWTHS 

.  Box  Freo  To  You! 


Days'  Triai 


LEARN  HOW  TO  BItEATHE-RITE  FOR  DEALITI  t 

SHUT  YOUR  MOUTH!  !£“£,  JSSXSB 

Avoid  dan- 
p  e  r  o  u  s 
mouth 
breathioi? 
which  courts 
ds*d'/  infec¬ 
tion  of  lunps 
and  throat 
thru  improp¬ 
er  breathing. 

The  air  )s  fall  of  ▼ira- 


PILES 


Best  SuDply  Houses  Hava  Them.  Booklet  Free.  Price  $2.00 

BREATHE- RITE  CO.,  Dept.  K,  Ann  Arbor,  Mich. 

Put  an  End  to 

CATARRH 

I  Head  Noises,  Hay  Fever,  Dcafnesa 

An  Old  Physician’s  Genuine 
►  Remedy  that  Hits  the  Spot 

Amazing  benefits  are 
being  reported  by  per¬ 
sons  who  suffered  from 
catarrh,  p'er  si  stent 
colds  in  the  head,  and 
many  who  were  trou¬ 
bled  by  head  noises 
and  difficult  hearing 
due  to  same  cause ;  also 
hay-fever  and  rose  cold. 

A  noted  physician. 
Dr.  Blosscr,  ha3  found 
a  combination  of  herbs 
^—fragrant,  soothing  and  healing— to  be  smoked 
in  a  pipe,  cigarette,  or  by  burning  in  a  spoon. 
Inhale  the  wholesome  medicated  vapor.  Look 
for  quick,  happy  relief,  r  I 

►  The  remedy  is  harmless;  it  contains  no  tobacco 
other  deleterious  drugs.  No  stomach  dosing;  a 


Would  Tens  Lite  Such  a  Result  as  This ?  i 

Do  you  want,  free,  a  trial  box  of  Kin* 
Lott,  that  hat  proved  unooojs/ul  In  eo  Deny 
eaiea?  If  so,  you  need  ooly  to  answer  tills  ad r. 
br  postcard  or  letter,  asking  fur  FREE  BOX. 
This  tauoeus  preparation  Ik  Ter  dsadnsa,  tkln- 
nieg  hair  and  several  forrasof  Sp"  (5%  iT*  S** 
BALDNESS.  Iurnvnyca.es.  Si  EX  &  fck 

i  a  now  heir  growth  has  been  reported  whoa 
)  all  else  had  failed.  Bo  why  riot  are  fep 
yourself  I  Koskott  is  used  bv  mew  and 
women;  It  is  perfectly  harmless  and  often 
otarts  hair  growth  in  a  few  davs.  Address: 

Koslfott  Laboratory,  KA  103,  Station  F,  Mow  fork,  N.Y. 

^^■DONT  BE  CUT 

Until  You  Try  Thi3 
Wonderful  Treatment. 

My  internal  method  of  treatment  is 
the  correct  one,  and  is  sanctioned  by  the 
best  informed  physicians  and  surgeons. 
Ointments,  sa.ves  and  other  local  appli¬ 
cations  give  only  temporary  relief. 

If  you  have  piles  in  any  form  write  for  a 
FREE  sample  of  Page's  Pile  Tablets  and 
you  will  bless  the  day  that  you  read  this. 
Write  to-day. 

E.  R.  Page,  349A,  Page  Building,  Marshall,  Mich. 

sore  Tegs  HEALED 

Open  Logs.  Ulcers.  Enlarged  Veins,  Eczema  healeo 
while  you  work.  Write  for  hook  "How  to  Heal  11} 
iore  Legs  at  Homo.”  Describe  your  esse. 

\.  C.  L’EPE,  1457  Grcon  Bay  Avanua.  MMwaukse.  Wla 


If  you  suffer  from  Debility,  Nervousness, 
Insomnia,  Lack  of  Vigor,  Rheumatism, 
Lumbago,  Lame  Back,  Poor  Circulation, 
Dyspepsia,  kidney,  liver,  bladder  weak¬ 
ness,  or  any  trouble  due  to  low  vitality, 
send  for  our  Dree  Book  telling  all  about 
the  genuine  Sanden  Electric  Belts  and  how 
they  are  sold  on  60  days’  trial,  with  no 
cost  to  you  unless  you  are  absolutely  satis¬ 
fied.  Price  $4.85  up.  This  is  an  opportu¬ 
nity  you  should  not  miss.  You  are  fully  in¬ 
sured  against  failure  and  take  no  risk 
whatever.  The  Sanden  Herculex  Belt  is 
the  besV  in  the  world  and  our  offer  is  abso¬ 
lutely  genuine.  Wrrite  for  Free  Book  to¬ 
day.  Address:  *  1 

SEE  HERCULEX  CO„  1416  Broadway.  New  York  (Dept.  B.) 
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America’s 
Pioneer 
Dog  Medicines 


BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Hailed  free  to  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CUT  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  West  31et  Street,  New  Yerk 


©r 


pleasant  herbal  relief  directed  toward  a  complete 
cure  of  irritation,  discharges,  offensive  odor,  falling 
of  mucus  into  throat;  also  buzzing,  roaring,  ringing 
or  other  distressing  head  sounds  and  hearing  diffi¬ 
culty  due  to  ever  ob¬ 
noxious  and  health  injur¬ 
ing  catarrh.  Rid  your¬ 
self  of  it.  Enjuy  life  ! 

Dr.  Blosscr  say3  also, 
you  should  keep  some  cf 
this  smoking  compound 
ready  to  aid  in  prevent¬ 
ing  the  dreaded  influenza. 

While  enjoying  the  pleas- 
Rnt  smoking  benefit,  you 
may  savs  your  life,  so 
don’t  be  negligent. 

You  may  obtain  a  proof  package  of  this 
potent  herbal  remedy,  including  holder,  pipe 
and  cigarettes  (so  you  may  use  any  form  you 
prefer;  by  sending  only  10  eta.,  silver  or  stamps. 
The  Lkitiir  Company,  CA-104,  Atlanta,  La. 

BOILS  or  PIMPLES 


If 


you  are  troubled  with  boiti  or  pimples  1  want  to 
you  the  jay  surprise  of  you r  lif»  by  send'iis  a 
jro«<  lre*t«.-r  (  of  the  wonderfully  curative  natural 
a'  ir<g  elixir  given  me  by  an  Indian  In  my  traln- 

l. -.y  imv  It  cored  m-  1*  working  marvels  for 
ff-  <•,,  Why  nnl  you*  Enclose  V>c  to  covet  my  cx- 

m . ..  of  u  «  no'.'f  end  mailing.  Address;  James 
w  a,M»v  tit  Portland.  Maine. 


VIGOR  AND  HEALTH  REGAINED 

Become  robust,  active,  cheerful  and  enthusiastic. 
Shake  ofT  the  shackles  of  past  weakness  by  taking  No. 
808  Tablets,  the  wonderful  48-hour  medicine.  Different 
from  anything  you  ever  heard  of  World's  roconl.  $1 
per  box.  Particulars  and  testimonials  free. 

808  CHEMICAL  CO.,  Dept.  B,  Pittsburg,  Kansas. 

TOO  FAT? 

Get  a  small  box  of  Oil  ol 
Korein  (in  capsules)  at  any  drus 
store.  Follow  simple  directions 
and  reduce  at  least  one  pound, 
average,  weekly  under  $100  puar- 
antce.  Absolutely  wholesome;  en¬ 
dorsed  by  physicians.  'Che  fat 
seems  to  melt  away.  By  proper 
reduction  you  will  make  wondor- 
ful  gain  in  physical  and  men¬ 
tal  energy’.  Adtl  years  to  youi 
life.  Remember  Oil  of  Korein. 
Non-purgative ;  no  thyroid. ,  At 
the  druggists';  or  write  *oi 
FREE  BOOK  to  Korein  Com¬ 
pany,  NG-10S,  Station  F,  New  York  City.  Best  method 
In  the  world  to  become  slender  quickly,  safely,  inex¬ 
pensively — anti  stay  thin.  Every  over-stout  man  or 
woman  should  lose  weight  and  improve  personality,  k 


THE “BLUES 

Caused  by 

leid-Stomach 

Millions  of  people  who  worry,  are  despon- 
Jent,  have  spells  of  tnemal  depression,  feel 
blue  and  are  often  melancholy,  believe  that 
these  conditions  are  due  to  outside  influences 
over  which  they  have  little  or  no  control. 
Nearly  always,  however,  they  con  be  traced 
to  an  internal  souroe— acid-stomach.  Nor  is 
it  to  be  wondered  at.  Acid-stomach,  begin¬ 
ning  with  such  well  defined  symptoms  as  indi¬ 
gestion,  belching,  heartburn,  bloat,  etc.,  will, 
if  not  checked,  in  time  affect  to  some  degree 
or  other  all  the  vital  organs.  The  nervous 
system  becomes  deranged.  Digestion  suffers. 
The  blood  is  impoverished.  Health  and 
strength  are  undermined.  The  victim  of  acid- 
Btoinach,  although  he  may  not  know  the 
cause  of  his  ailments,  feels  his  hope,  courage, 
ambition  and  energy  slipping.  And  truly  life 
is  dark — not  worth  much  to  the  man  or 
woman  who  has  acid-stomach! 

Get  rid  of  it!  Don’t  let  acid -stomach  hold 
you  back,  wreck  your  health,  make  your  day9 
miserable,  make  you  a  victim  of  the  ‘’blues’’ 
.and  gloomy  thoughts!  There  is  a  marvelous 
modern  remedy  called  EATONIO  that  brings, 
oh!  such  quick  relief  from  your  stomach 
miseries— sets  your  stomach  to  rights— makes 
it  strong, cool,  sweet  s.ad  comfortable  Helps 
you  get  back  your  strength,  vigor,  vitality, 
enthusiasm  and  good  cheer.  So  many  thous¬ 
ands  upon  thousands  of  sufferers  have  used 
EATONIC  with  such  marvelonsly  helpful  re¬ 
sults  that  we  arc  sure  you  will  feel  the  same 
way  if  you  will  just  give  it  a  trial.  Get  a  big 
50  cent  box  of  EATONIC— the  good  tasting 
tablets  that  you  eat  like  a  bit  of  candy— from 
your  druggist  today.  He  will  return  your 
money  if  results  are  not  even  more  than  you 
expect. 

ATOMIC 

C TOR  YODR  AOP-STOMAQB& 
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GZEMA 


FREE 

TRIAL 


(Also  called  Tetter,  Salt  Rheum,  Pruritus,  Milk-Crust,  Weeninfl  Skin,  etc.) 

ECZEMA  CAN  BE  CURED  TO  STAY,  and  when  I  say  cured,  I  mean  just  what  I  say— C-TT-It-E-D, 
and  not  merely  patched  up  for  awhile,  to  return  worse  than  before.  Now.  I  do  not  care  what 
all  you  have  used,  nor  how  many  doctors  have  told  you  that  you  could  not  be  cured — all  I 
ask  is  just  a  chance  to  show  you  that  1  know  what  I  am  talking  about.  If  you  will  write  mo 
TO-DAY.  I  will  send  you  a  FREE  TRIAL  of  my  mild,  soothing.  Guaranteed  cure  that  will  convince 
you  more  in  a  day  than  I  or  anyone  else  could  in  a  month's  Ume.  If  you  are  disgusted  and 
discouraged  I  dare  you  to  rive  me  a  chance  to  provo  my  claims.  By  writing  mo  to-day  you  will 
enjoy  more’ real  comfort  than  you  had  ever  thought  this  world  bold*  lor  you.  Just  try  it,  and  you 
will  see  I  am  telling  you  the  truth. 

DR.  J.  E.  CANNADAY 


1G11  Park  Square 

References :  Third  National 
Bank,  Scdalia.  Ho. 


SEDAL1A,  MO. 

Could  you  do  a  better  act  than  to  send  this  ootiap 
«>i  some  poor  sufferer  ef  Eczema? 


I— 


0 


KORE1N  COMPANY,  Inc. 

NS-103,  Station  F,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


Escape  from  Slavery 

NO  MYSTERY  IN  THIS  TRUE  NARRATIVE 


SUPPOSE  a  Fat  Man  and  a  Fat  Woman  became  innocent  victims  of  a  relentless  system  of  persecution.  Imagine 
that  they  at  last  escaped  their  pursuers  by  changing  their  whole  personal  appearance,  in  other  words  by 
transforming  themselves  from  heavy,  waddling  human  porpoises  to  lithe,  graceful  and  youthful  looking  figures. 
Doubtless  you  would  consider  it  an  excellent  mystery  story  If  the  fact  that  these  slim  folks  and  the  heavyweights 
were  one  and  the  same  could  be  kept  ’till  the  very  last,  solving  the  mystery  of  their  escape. 

It  would  probably  seem  rather  far-fetched  to  you,  especially  if  you  are  stout  yourself  and  you  might  regard 
the  transformation  as  purely  a  figment  of  the  author’s  imagination. 

But  do  you  know  that  what  you  might  regard  as  very  improbable  is  an  actual  fact  of  everyday  life  and  guar¬ 
anteed  to  happen  under  certain  treatment  by  a  very  responsible  company  to  the  extent  of  many  $100  guarantees? 

The  home-self  treatment  we  refer  to  is  called  the  KOREIN  SYSTEM,  which  includes: 


For  MEN 
and  WOMEN 


°/Kvr*m 


$100.00 

GUARANTEE 


Now — if  you  follow  the  very  simple  rules  which, 
with  Oil  of  Korein,  constitute  the  Korein  system, 
before  a  great  many  days  are  passed  you  may  expect 
a  distinct  and  encouraging  difference  in  your  weight 
and  measurements.  Buy  Oil  of  Korein  ati  druggist’s; 
or  by  mail.  Price  one  dollar  in  store,  or  postpaid. 

Perhaps  you  have  tried  violent  exercising,  religiously 
taking  long  exhausting  walks,  painfully  contorting 
yourself  into  all  kinds  of  ridiculous  shapes  in  an  at¬ 
tempt  to  become  thin. 

Perhaps  you  have  undertaken  to  reduce  by  doping 
yourself  with  drastic  drugs  or  vicious  purgatives,  by 
debilitating  sweat  baths  or  harmful  thyroid.  If  you 
have  done  these  things  we  know  you  will  welcome 
the  mild,  gentle,  happy,  smile-invoking  Korein  system. 

In  Oil  of  Korein  there  is  nothing  in  the  least  in¬ 
jurious  to  health.  In  fact,  leading  physicians  recom¬ 
mend  the  component  parts  of  the  Korein  system  in 
obstinate  and  dangerous  obesity  cases. 

Slender  People  Win 

You  know  yourself  how  impossible  it  would  bo  to 
win  a  foot  race  with  a  bar  of  pig  iron  suspended  irom 
your  waist  line  even  if  you  were  slender  and  active. 
You  might  get  in  at  the  finish  before  someone  else  who 
was  burden  likewise,  but  you  could  never  win. 

So  it  is  when  you  try  to  win  social  or  business 
success.  Always  it  is  that  burden  of  far  holding  you 
back,  denying  you  that  full  achievement  of  your  am¬ 
bition,  love,  health  and  other  desires  of  your  heart. 


Do  not  tolerate  your  stout¬ 
ness  any  longer.  Resolve 
you  shall  have  the  svelt, 
grace  and  winning  person¬ 
ality  of  those  who  are  nor¬ 
mal  in  weight  and  appear¬ 
ance. 

How  to  Buy  It 

Go  to  any  busy  drug  storo  right 
now  and  get  a  box  o(  Oil  o!  Korein 
or  ii  you  prefer  send  $1  to  us  direct. 
We  will  mail  you  a  box  postpaid 
in  a  plain  cover.  Romember  tho 
guarantee.  It  assures  you  a  now 
life,  one  in  which  you  will  cease  to 
be  burdened  by  the  objectionable 
fat  that  ties  you  down  mentally  and 
physically.  shortening  jour  years 
ami  making  you  the  subject  of  Dity 
and  ill  concealed  derision.  Start  to 
reduce  uraeeiully  and  fo:  your  own 
sake  begin  io-day. 

Free  Book 

“How  to  Reduce  v/  eight  Happily” 

Send  ysur  name  -r.tii  address  and 
receive  it  in  a  plan!  cover.  No 
one  need  know  the  treatment  you 
are  undertaking.  Start  to-day  and 
surprise  your  friends  with  u  won¬ 
derful  change  for  the  better. 


TOBACCO  HABIT  SnjPdays 


ACKOMATir  TELKSHiPK 


1  »f«r  a  friulfiv  iiinvlM  remcl r  for 
<*>««  “  »»«S  h.hit.  tl»  w.Ul.  pl»»»*nt,.ix*»gLhru- 
U».  For  tuber  ■*«.  OtriM*MliU|«oa!iir  Ufr,. 

ffar«|**rettea.«lgur«.  pipe, 

ennff.  TwbbcvoU  p.i.vuou, 
W1HI><  iuj.re.  the  faealih  i#  wecrbl  ».n*, 

‘  Aiwdwv  *»  »«r»uu«d.rJDep.,».  .Im-u. 

Ir»*j»v  ,•»».  beiobioj,  geowtug  «r  other  uuceio 
fortok  <  Kuuuea  tu  »n>m»ca  c.ustlpatiua,  farad- 
•<  fae.  weak  c.vev,  le.e  af  y  tcwr.rrd  •pel.  on 
•  fala.  throat  Irrllutloa.  catarrli,  a.tfama, 
br.„ehuU.  heart  failure.  Iu>t  trunfalr,  mel. 
auchaly,  nvorutkeaik.  uup.ired  meutor?  aud  will- 
— v'  »■*«" Wo**  keartharn.  t.rptd  liver,  loo.  af  appetite, 
hai  r-  t>  foul  breath, lusitude,  lark  of  Koifaitiaa,  ereakemuc  #»d  fkHiu*  out  •( 
*»=T  »"<J  «»=.»  other  di«ord«».  Nmeui  Nrrufadowa,  weaheued  inlellewt  aad 
,\*tV  TV  are  •*»«  kUrthoied  to  tebaooo  habit  hr  oainent  medical  men  Why 

COWARD  J.  WOODS.;  TG  ,03.  sti 


ojmiua*  to  commit  auiolilaubeu  vouno  lira  a  r*ai!y 
cvutvuttvi  life  If  «au  null  your  body  »ad  uerf«*t 
righlT  It  in  uo»«fe  huJ  tortnrlnf  u>  ut«upt  to 
rid  tdarirlf  of  bnblt  by  >uddealv  mopping  with  will- 
P#wtr— dau  t  do  iu  Cornet  u*etbud  U  u*  oiliuluato 
tbe  kltotioo  poUoii  Cron  »«n«a.  rureagthro 
tho  wpAfcfutd,  UTUAtrd  mriubrariej  aiii  nerir* 
and  gvnuinrl?  •▼croons  the  craving.  Wctald  yon  like 
w  quickly  aud  raatly  quit  tobauvo  aud  enjoy  your.vlf 
a  thaasnad  limes  better  while  feel¬ 
ing  always  ia  robust  health  ?  Mr 
KKEK  book  tells  all  ai>«»ui  tbe  won- 
Urrfu  l  it  days  kAetUod.  Inei 
penrive,  reliable.  Aina  Secret  Method  for  conqaer 
ia^  babil  in  anetber  without  hi*  Lnowl<s4*r. 
Kull  particulars  including  uiy  ISooLou  Tobu«  o  A 
Mueffilul*  it  mailed  In  plain  wrnpoar,  free.  Add/evt: 

Fa  N«W  York,N.Y. 


fctifl  eujov  Tour.eeir 

FREE 


Soldiers  and  thalr  friends  buy 
our  gold  World  War  Vsteran  But¬ 
tons  on  nkht. 

Just  seodyour  name  and  address 

and  we  will  send  ten  of  loom,  chances 
prepaid.  When  you  have  sold  them 
eseilv  at  60  cents  each,  send  cs  the 
3*. 00  and  wo  will  immediately  mail 
jwi  as  a  reward,  absolutely  fren.lpoat- 
t-»d.  Uta  handsome  watch  pictured; 
also  a  beauUful  fob. 


Anybody  should  be  proud  to  own  such  a 
watch.  It  has  a  handsomtt  nickled  standard 
sire  case,  /ws  figures  that  you  can  see  on  the 
darkest  night  and  is  stem-wind  and  stem  set. 

Remember — send  no  monev  whatever  as 
we  trust  you  with  the  gold  World  War 
Veteran  Buttons.  You  will  never  earn  a 
watch  like  this  so  easily.  Get  busy  while 
thi«  offer  lasts. 


Radio-Active  iPad 
Restores  Health 
—or  Money  Back 

Our  Radio- Act!?#  Pad  by  stimulating  tho  blood 
circulation  imparts  energy,  restores  vitality  and  over¬ 
comes  disease.  We  have  many  testimonials  from  patients 
wbo  have  suffered  from  High  Blood  Pressure,  Riieuiua- 
tisfn,  Neuralgia.  Insomnia,  Diseases  of  tbe  Nerves, 
Stomach.  Bowels,  Heart,  Lungs.  Bladder.  Kidneys,  Liver, 
Prostate  Gland  and  Female  Complaints.  To  prove  the 
remarkable  restorative  ami  vitalizing  effects  of  this 
wonderful  appliance  we  will  send  it  on  ten  diys'  trial 
with  an  absolute  money-back  guarantee  If  It  fails  to 
33V#  •none  aad sf action.  No  matter  what  your  ailment. 

Try  it  at  Our  Risk 

For  fall  Information,  writ*  to-day. 

RADIUM  APPLIANCE  C0„ 

758  Bradbury  Bldo..  Los  Anoeias,  Cal. 


29  E.  Madison  Strest, 
«S-I04.  Chleagu.  III! 


tttSy  Kang,  flict  12  kt  i-ZU  gold  filled. 
To  intake  friancs  aad  introduce  our  Magazine 
and  Ring  B&rsvL'.s.  send  16  eta,  for  a  9  month** 
■ubacriptioc,  unci  this  Rio*.  yo*u  siae,  will  bw 
t»ant  KEEL,  pootpaitJ.  M.  McPhUJifU#,  SOQfw 


•  IS  W.  43d  St.,  Oeot.  i**- )'  New  York. 


Don't  Go  Deaf 

A  simple,  perfectly  safe,  pleasant  home  remedy 
has  been  found  to  relieve  catarrh  with  tendency  to 
he<id  Jioites  (buzzing,  crackling,  roaring,  etc  )  and 
deafness.  Amaaing  benefits  reported.  Nature’s  true 
remedy;  medicated  herbal  vapor — nothing  to  swal- 
low_  or  put  in  your  ear.  A  proof  package  will  be 
mailed  if  you  send  only  10  cts.,  silver  or  stamps,  to 
The  BlosserCo.,  DA-iO-t,  Atlanta,  G a.  Prove  for 
yourself  this  ia  genuine;  you  found  it  at  last! 


WAR  HEROES  PICTURES 


Handsome  Colored  Pictures  of  Pershing1, 

Wilson,  Koch.  Fine  for  your  home.  16x20 
inches.  To  sret  all  three  pictures  absolutely  .  ..  ^ 

free,  send  this  ad  and  the  names  and  correct  addresses  oE  M 
tile  parents  in  your  locality,  or  elsewhere,  who  have 
children  with  Club  Feet,  Infantile  Paralysis  or  Spinal 
Curvature.  State  age  and  character  of  trouble.  Write 
names,  street  addresses  or  rural  routes  very  plainly. 

McLain  Orthopedic  Sanitarium,  846,  Aubert  Ave.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


Personal  To  Rheumatics 

l  want  a  letter  from  every  man  and  woman  in  America  afflicted  with 
Rheumatism,  Lumbago  or  Neuralgia,  giving  me  their  name  and  address, 
bo  I  can  send  each  one  Froe  A  One  Dollar  Bottlo  of  my  Rhenmatlo 
Remedy.  I  want  to  convince  every  Rheumatic  sufferer  at  my  expense  that 
/V\  my  Rheumatic  Remedy  does  what  thousands  of  so-called  remedies  hare 
-v  }  failed  to  accomplish— ACTUALLY  CURES  RHEUMATISM.  I 
know  it  does,  I  am  sure  of  it  and  I  want  every  Rheumatic  sufferer  to 
know  it  and  be  sure  of  it,  before  giving  me  a  penny  profit.  You  cannot 
w  coax  Rheumatism  out  throueh  the  feet  or  skin  with  plasters  or  cunning 
metal  contrivances.  You  cannot  tcaso  it  out  with  liniments,  electricity 
''  or  magnetism.  Yon  cannot  Imagine  it  out  with  mental  sciunce.  Tou 
|  djffl  /  Must  Drlvo  It  Out.  It  is  in  the  blood  and  you  must  Go  Aftor  It  and 
—  *  ■*  Got  It.  This  is  just  what  Kuhn’s  Rheumatic  Remedy  does  and  that’s 
why  it  cures  Rheumatism.  Rheumatism  is  Uric  Acid  and  Uric  Acid  and  Kuhn’s  Rheumatic 
Remedy  cannot  live  together  in  the  same  blood.  Tho  Rheumatism  has  to  go  and  It  doom 
go.  My  Remedy  cures  the  sharp,  shooting  pains,  the  doll,  aching  muscles,  the  hot,  throbbing, 
»wollen  limbs,  and  cramped,  stiffened,  useless  joints,  and  euros  them  quickly. 


Hi 


I  CAN  PROVE  IT  ALL  TO  YOU 


\yCC07~ 


If  you  will  only  let  me  do  it.  I  will  prove  much  in  One  Wook,  if  you  will  only  write  and  ask  my 
Company  to  send  yon  a  dollar  bottle  FREE  according  to  ;he  following  offer.  I  don’t  care  what 
form  of  Rheumatism  yon  have  or  how  long  you  have  had  it. 

1  don't  care  what  other  remedies  you  have  used.  If  you 
have  not  used  mine  you  don’t  know  what  a  roz!  Rheumatic 
Remedy  rill  do.  Road  ottor  below  and  wrlto  today. 

A  FULL-SIZED  $1.00  BOTTLE  FREE! 

We  want  yon  to  try  Kuhn’s  Rheumatic  Remedy,  to  learn  for  yourself  that  Rheumatism  can  jo 
cured  i-  ud  we  want  no  profit  on  the  trial-  A  lair  test  Is  all  we  ask.  If  you  find  it  is  curing  your 
Rheumatism  or  Neuralgia,  order  more  to  complete  your  cure  and  thus  give  ns  a  profit.  If  It  does 
not  help  yon.  that  ends  it.  We  do  not  send  a  small  sample  vial,  containing  only  a  thimbleful  and 
of  no  practical  value,  but  a  full-slzod  bottlo,  selling  regularly  at  drug-stores  for  On#  Dollar 
Each.  This  boule  Is  heavy  and  /re  must  pay  Uncle  Ham  to  carry  It  to  your  door.  You  must 
send  us  tS  cents  to  pay  postage,  mailing  case  and  packing  and  this  full-sized  11.00  Bottle 
will  be  promptly  sant  to  yon  free,  with  everything  prepaid.  There  will  bo  nothing  to  pay 
on  receipt  or  later.  I>on’t  wa’t  until  your  M oart-vaivas  are  injured  by  Rheumatic  Poison,  but 
send  today  and  get  a  Dollar  Bottle  free.  Only  one  bottle  free  to  a  family  and  only  to  those  wbo 
send  the  EG  cents  tor  chsrgos.  Address  us  as  follows: 

KUHN  REMEDY  CO.;  Dept.  D,  18SS  Milwaukee  Ave.,  CHICAGO. , 


on  emits 

Made  upon  new  Fclentldo  principles,  nicely  brass  bound 
with  powerful  tenses,  scion UUclly  ground.  Travelers, 
hunters,  farmers,  hoy  eooutv  and  everyone  needs  a  te¬ 
lescope.  Have  you  ever  enjoyed  the  marvels  of  a  tele¬ 
scope!  Each  tcif-copo  guaranteed  just  as  represented, 
or  money  promptly  refunded.  Bend  »9  cents  to-day. 
KxaTKRN  NOVELTY  CO.,  Dep, 63 177  K,  ill SL^iew  York 


CET  ON  THE 

VAUDEVILLE 


STAGE 


V*ac£utlaff  yrofraa ion. ,  8lf  affj 


1  UU  you  bow!  r»*  _ 

ww.  Kxp«ri>»u»  quo— aytfy,  Spl _ _ 

nicnia  aJw*ya  vrtitiac.  Opttortuait;  tt  U;«V4l. 
Theatrical  «4euta  «&0*ar««  my  bi^UkmU.  Ituit* 
cam'  experience  a*  l»eih  anuaftr  a u4  perfora. •* 
III u sira tad  book.,  *  ‘  Ali  A  boat  T  xadnlilo,  M  F&XL. 
5«ml  p  centa  paeta^  j  aad  aUU  a««  aad  r«aal>«M. 

FRE0ERI C  LADELLE.SU.2MJACKS01.tHCa 

B_EW  SCI ENTinC  WONDER 


MICE 

—  iii 

nnVQ  Tea  apparently  sse  thra C3othe^ ’ 
PV  lw  Rome,  any  object.  Be*  Boats  U 

▲  ma^ie  tnck  noydtj  Jk'Kue  with  me h  X  Bay. 

MARVEL  MFC.  CO..  De»l  IX  HEW  HAVER.  CEBL 
OVERS  GUI D E,w Ai Euy Rud t# Mirrlifi 

iUx  “H*w  U  Coart  a  Bathful  ©LrL^iUw  to  Woo  aa 
Lady  Shoald  Utao <•  Her  Boaa  to  aako  Mia  friyi  MicrUf *. 
‘Huw  toCotoM  a  Rj«h  BotkoWr.  ~M(n  to  Wta  tko  f  ttoi  of  Ladiia 
*Wc%idia*ld^uouo>«.,Bo.  ▲ilfitMjMtahol^falW Utora  IOC  POSTMIV 

YANKEE  PUB.  CO.,  TILTON.  N.  H. 


MAGIC  SHOW  OUTFIT 

Magician’s  Cabinet  containing-  6  corking 
tricks.  Mystify  everybody.  Complete  in¬ 
structions,  postpaid  50  cts.  Ruthwlgw  khgtc 
House,  262  West  4,'td  Street,  New  York,  N.Y. 

T iTr ow  your  voTce 

Under  the  table,  into  a 
Trunk,  down  Cellar  or 
anywhere.  Our  lessons 
iu  VENTBlLOQClSa 
teaches  yon.  With  our 


Ws 


VENTRIL0 

(fits  in  the  month  and 
cannot  be  seen)  yon 
imitate  girds.  Ani¬ 
mals,  etc.  without 
moving  your  lips. 
This  outfit  and  book  of 
JOKES  by  mail  for  lOe. 

ARDKE  CO., 

Dept.  46,  Stamford,  Ct» 


HINDU  FORTUNE  TEULENG  BOOK 

Ilnslish  translation  from  ancient  Hindu. 
Answers  any  question  perfectly.  Most 
wonderful  book  in  existence.  Mailed  post¬ 
paid  for  25  cts.  Address 
PUBLISHER,  Box  5IS,  Milwaukee,  Wto. 

tfXYV  hOCBtl  ACTIOS  BAIT  UUnUU  KrVOfaTXtT 

Swallrat,  HnlMl  - - -  !■»•» 

Uul  K.<*liw  wl, 

CtWiy  tor 

Lxd Irt  »m4  V  m  vrery 

A  r  TB  oocai*.  E  t  •  /  j 

UU.  ^  a  HI  1^7  tdMtMP 

Id**]  brag  kiiui  >Aw»Jd  Lm» 

Udrt  hm L,  fiuk«l  k«ti«r  m  mtm 

ms  UrM  at  (set ary.  _  a*m. 

Piw«  ¥y  $4.38 

ajk.TEfl  GUW  COm  Dcpt.  7  •  MCLIOSC*  HAM*- 


BOYS  AIR  RIFLE 


'This  fin  Hide  fr»«  f*r  nllinf  only  16  pfocca  of  toi 
Jewelry  at  lOc.  each.  Writ*  for  Jewelry  today. 
COLOMBIA  NOVELTY  CO.,  Dept,  »5t  East  Boston,  Mass. 

rn,  oiriol 

port  with 
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Great  Sport 

C  LAXO PHONE 


Voice  Thrower 

.  Throw  your  voice  under  the 
tuble,  back  of  a  *««r,  into  * 
trunk,  Utsk  in  Svliwl,  any  okA 
W  place.  Big  KIN  fooling  Petto 
oler.,  Pullcemau,  Friend#, 
anybody.  This  Ctaxaphuac  ii 
a  small  device  that  lays  on  your 
tongue  unseen,  always  ready 
use  by  anyone.  Claxophaae  wilk 
I  instruction*,  fafio  Set  of  8wr#| 
rltlng  Trlcfaa.  all  ewat  for  1 AQ 
dime.  No  stamps  »Vv 
CLAXO  TRICK  "CO.,  ■ 

_ _ New  Haven,  Conn# 

Everbrlght  CDEC 

FRIKNDSIIII*  KING  I  KELL 

Kvery  nsir  warrmnwd  tiv«  jmurs. 

To  mukfa»  f rl.-n«4s  and  intrvduoa  oar  Mtf»- 
rio«*MDd  Hi dk  Bargains,  atmtl  1§  eta.  firi 
i>  moaLbt*  au<MHTiprln>..  anl  thU  Kina.  Tv os 
o\*ot  with  roar  Initial*  augraved,  will 


rvi 


i  v 


SrrvBOOKS. 


No.  I, 


jiiii  tht'  gteut 


or:  ‘ 


\o. 


\cri.UM  and  dream  book. 

■  of  human  . ;  wuiny ;  afeo  the 
nr.fir  (•'  >  •  a.  And  of  dreams,  together  with 

e-Term>:'.)<  it  -as  games  cf.  cards. 

HOW  CO  5)0  ,i  :  CH'KF  great  book  of  magic 

p  •  -•).  coi:  :  full  insi  .ructions  on  all  the  fea<l- 

\.r-  •'■  ■■;  also'  the  most  popular*  magical 

onsets  perforivou  by  onr  leading  magicians;  every  boy 
rhould  obtain  a  enpy  tff  this  book. 

,Vo.  J».  HOYS’  Tip  FI. I  it  r.- — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation 
are  fully  explained  iby  this  book.  Besides  the  various 


A  FEW  GOOD  ITEMS 


rnethf 


of  han 


ihe  glove,  parasol,  window  and 


hni  l'lirrati  s.  •  a  l’u.'i  list  of  'he  language  and 

sentiment  of  flowers. 

Xo.  4.  !TO\V  TO  DANCE  is  i.he  title  of  (his  little  book.  It 
co  k. tins  inljt  instruction:  in  'he  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in 
the  ballroom; a  nd  at  p:  iab- ..  ho  wto  dress,  and  full  directions 
:'or  calling  'off  in  all  popular  ..square  dances. 

Xo.  f».  HOW  TO  MAivll  LOVE-— A  complete  guide  to 
J°vc,  courtship  an.l  marriage,  giving  sensible  advlc.e  rules 
and  »  (i. incite  to  be  observed,  with  many,  various  and  inter¬ 
esting  (hings  not  generally  known. 

\o.  C.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AXT  ATHLETE. — Giving  full 
instruction  for  the  use  of  dumbbells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel 
bars,  horizontal  bars  arid  various  other  methods  of  develop¬ 
ing  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over  forty  illustra¬ 
tion-'. 

.No.  V.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated 
and  containing  •  full  instructions  for  the  management  and 
training  of  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird, 
paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

Vo.  w.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST. — By 

Harry  Kennedy.  Every  intelligent  boy  reacting  this  book  of 
instructions  .-an  master  the  art,  and  create  any  amount  of 
fun  fur  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  greatest  book  ever 
published. 


WOMAN  WITH  MCE  KIT 


J.S  BATTLERS.  1W 

>£  Mrs.  Jeff  Thomas  ofjj 
vorii.c  weapon  for  d-s-* 


A  rattler  a  day  is  the  record  of  D 
Forest  Springe  Cal.,  and  her  favorite  weapor 
patching  the  reptiles  is  a  garden  hoe.  with  which. she 
seems  to  be  particularly  proficient.  The  mail  carrier 
saw  a  huge  snake  in  the  vicinity  of  the  mail  b<  v  a  few 
days  ago  and  notified  Mrs,  Thomas,  who  irnue- liately 
sent  the  reptile  to  join  its'  ancestors. 


BATTLED  FOR  FATHER. 


N<«.  10-  HOtV  TO  BOR. — The  art  of  sedf-defense  made 
easy,-  Oofi tain-in  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows, 
and  ihi-  different  position  of  a  jgoocl .  boxer.  Every  boy  shornd 
'•  '  in  or-  of  '••so  useful  instructive  books.  And  it  will 
to;  ch  .you  h  v  to  box  without  an  instructor. 

\...  II.  HOW  TO  WRITE  ROVE  1  .UTTERS. — A  most 
f  cof>lo(.o  lini  '  hook,  containing  •  full  directions  for  writing 
Jo vo  i  -t.t  r  :  co  1  lilrs  nu  all  subjet  t.s;  also  letters  of  introduc¬ 
tion,  poies  and  ,r.  quests. 

No.  IS.  ROW  TO  DO  TT.  OR  BOOK  OP  ETIQUETTE. — Tt 

l  io  .sw-n-'i,  unci  ohps*  <  very  young  man  desires  to 
•'font.  T; lore's  happiness  in  it. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand  book 
-  -'ll  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream, 


a:  a  great 
know  ah 

No.  1  l. 

for  niftkir 

cie..  etc.. 

No.  IS. 
heigh  teii 


Word  has  been  received  from  Edward  Sharpe,  Isle 
of  Man,  that  he  will  soon  be  in  Salina,  Kan.,  again,  a 
Mr.  Sharpe  was  a  stockholder  in  the  Salina  Plumbing 
Company  and  one  of  the  leading  men  in  its  management 
when  the  European  war  broke  out.  England  became  so 
pressed  for  soldiers  that  they  began  to  draft  the  older 
men  and  Sharpe’s  father  was  in  the  draft. 

It  was  a  law  there  that  if  a  Son  was  a  non-resident 
and  wanted  to  he  could  return  to  England  and  take 
his  father's  place  in  the  draft  and  i  lie  elder  member  oUj- 
the  family  would  be  excused. 

Edward  Sharpe’s  father  was  drafted  from  the  Isle  of 
Man.  His  son  in  Salina  hoard  of  it  and  immediately 
resigned  from  the  Salina  Plumbing.  Company  and  left 
for  England  to  take  up  his  father’s  work  in  the  war. 
He  was  ip  the  service  more  than  three  years,  wras  wound¬ 
ed  a  couple  of  times  and  spent  much  time  in  the  hos¬ 
pital.  He  was  a|so  in  Italy,  a  part  of  the  time.  He  will 
resume  his  old  place  as  electrician  with  the  Salina 
'dumbing  Company. 


$ 


syrups,  essences. 


TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. — One  of  the 
i.st  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the 


HOW 

nd  m* 

world.  Everybody  wishes  Jo  know  how  to  become  beautiful, 
both  male  ahcl  female.  Thy  secret  jg  simple  and  almost 


costless. 

No.  20.  — HOW  TO  EXTEKTAIV  AX  EVENING  .PARTY, 

-  A  .  •  •;n  ;>](•;••  cue  fit  am  of  may.-,  sporrs  and  diversions,  comic 
reciutpon.-..  etc.,  suit  able  for  parlor  or  drawing-room  enter- 

iot-  the  money  than  any  book 


MTfAT  BECOMES  OF  YOUR  Qf.D  AUTO? 


It  contains  more 


ia:  :jfn<  of. 
published. 

No  21.  TIOW  TO  111  NT  AND  FISH. — -The  most,  complete 
luiiiii'-.g  anc!  Jishtiiig  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full 
jn.  trueriofrs  .i  limit  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping-  and 
Jlshin*.  together  with  description  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  ..2.  IO  DO  SlXIQJil)  SKJIlT. — Heller’s  second 

sight  explain',  d  by  his  Cornier  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Ex¬ 
plaining  how  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between 
liu-  nu  y cian  a.p«l  the  boy  on  the  stage,  also  giving1  all  the 
codes.-  and  signals. 

Xo.  2f,  HOW  TO  EXIT, MX  DREAMS.— This  little  hook 
-gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with 
lucky  and  unlucky  days. 

No.  2m  IIOYV  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. — Containing 
fujj  instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic •  sports  and  ath¬ 
letic  exerciser.  Embracing  thirty-live  illustrations.  By  pro- 
f«^or  W.  .Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIT;  ANT)  BTUT;D  A  BOAT.— 
Fully  illustrated.  Full  instructions  are  given  in  the  little 
book.,  together  'with  instructions  on  swimming  and  hiding, 
companion  sports  to,  boating. 

Xo.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITA¬ 
TIONS,— -Containing  th.*  most  popular  selection*  l-n  use,  com¬ 
prising.  Dutch  dialect*  French  d infect,  Yankee  ana  Irish  dia¬ 
lect  pieces,  together  With  many  standard  readings. 

for  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy,  in  money'  or  stamps,  by 


FR.AANK  TOUSEY.  Published, 
.149  Main  St.,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 
Office  168  West  23rd  St.,  X.  Y. 


There  is  a  market  for  second-hand  oars,  and  doubtless,, 
third  and  fourth-hand  ears  are  sold,  but  the  day  finally 
comes  when  the  venerable  relic,  having  rim  its  allotted 
miles.  goes  to  its  last  resting  place — the  automobile  junk 
yard.  There  are  few  sadder  spectacles,  and  so  ancient 
do  some  of  the  melancholy  wrecks  appear  that  it  is  hard 
to  believe  the  industry  is  comparatively  new. 

The  business  in  wornout  cars  is  a  -brisk  one,  and  if 
may  lie  that  when  you  fancy  a  passerby  is  admiring 
your  new  limousine,  lie  is  really  estimating  what  it  will 
be  worth  as  junk.  When  it  finally  comes  to  him,  it  is 
dismantled  and  the  tires,  wheels,  glass,  lamps,  magnetos, 
starting  and  lighting  system,  all  parts  valuable  in  them¬ 
selves,  are  placed  in  separate  storage  bins. 

Aluminum,  fifty  to  two  hundred  pounds  to  the  car, 
is  worth  22  cents  a  pound  for  cast  and  35  for  sheer:  coo¬ 
per  brings  20,  says  Popular  Science  Monthly,  while  hair 
from  the  cushion  sells  for  15.  There  is  also  lead,  chiefly 
from  electrics,  brass  and  “iron,”  under  which  is  classed 
all  iron  and  steel.  It  brings  25  cents  a  hundred  pounds, 
though  sometimes  it  contains  a  valuable  alloy  like  van* 
adium. 

The  expensive  autos,  of  course,  furnish  a  richer,  yield 
to  the  junkman.  Prices  of  metals  are  so  high  that  irU5C> 
to  $200  is  paid  for  cars  because  of  what  they  will  bring 
on  the  scrap-heap.  This  may  not  be  quire  the  end.  how¬ 
ever;  your  shiny  1920  model  may  contain  melted,  and 
reshaped  parts  of  the  one  you  brought  ten  years  before. 


